
THE MOST 

EXCELLENT 

And Lamentable Tragedie 
of R o M E o and 



J U UT£ T. 






^ 5 O H O * 

As it hath been fundr'y times publikely A<^cd 
by the K I Np s Majeftics SetVantt . 

• ii* * V*' j . k ' ' ' 

, ’( In'. V . a" 





zo ND o j\r, 

PrintM by X for John Smethvicke, and are to be fold at 

nis Shop in St-Dunfiaus Church- yard in Fleeiflrcct, 
underthcDyaH. 1^37. 

■&L.' , . ■ ■ ' ' " ■ ■■ 



ThePiploguc. 

Chorus*, ^ 

T mhttfholdshttb alike indignity ^ 

{iHfaireVttoaiiywhere weUy our Scene)- 
From ancient grtdge bredke to new mutiny ^ 
ffitere eivUl meAntaket^WfBbandsancleme* 

From forth the fataU.lotnes of tbefe two foes i 

Apaireoffiarre-erofiloverstaketheirlife^ 

whofemifadventut^dmtompier^ 

Doth with their deaihinifie^^ 

The fearefuB pajf age heir dt^B^yk^^l&vey ' ' 

ulnd the continuance of Mteir Fitti^srage^ 

tybich hut their childrens endnough eouldyremovel 

Is now the two houres traiffick'e ofo$r Sh^i 

The which if you with patient earef attend j 

H'hat here fhallmiffe^ ourtoylefhaBfrivetomend, 
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THE MOST excel- 
lent AND LAMENTABLE 
Hiftoric of o m e o and 

. JUf I BT. 

Enter Sampfon and Gregorie with Swords audSud^ert^ 
of the Houfe of Capalec. 

G.regerie.,xn nay word wctSil not cacr/e 

jcoaI«. 

. No, for then we ftiould be Colliers. 

.?<»«»y.Imeane,andv»ebein choler wee'll draw. 
Sft ^reg. I, while you live draw your n^e out ofthe 

collar. 

Samf. I ftrike quickly being moved.^ 
greg. But thou art not quickly moved to ftrike. 

Adc^eofthehouleot//<i««r<r^0f moves me. 

greg. Tomovcistoftirre,andtobevaliantistoftand. 

Therefore if thou art moved thou runn'ft away. 

Adoggeofthat houfe lhallmove mcto ftaqd. 

I will take the wall of any man or maide o(Mountaeues 

toS7wan^“^'^'^“ «“aweakeflave,forthe weakeftgocs 

5.*«wp.'Tistrue,and therefore women being theweakervef- 
fels arceverthruft to the will j therefore I wTllpufti^.«« 4 - 

^««men fromthewall,andthrufthismaidestothe wall. 

T® ^«wecn our Maftcrsand us their men. 
Greg. The heads ofthe maids I 
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^ThempJlUmentahle Tragedy- a, 

S4wp.i;t|B'h<:ad?bf^ 

itinwhatfetw ttiouwilc. , . , _ , . ' 

Grer, They ffluft take it in fenfe that feele it. 

Samp. Mec they nvallfeelc while I am able to ftand .-and ti* 

knownelamaprettypieceof fjefli. v; ' 1 ja' 

’Tiswelljcnou-art not filh; ifthoubadft^ thou hadtt 
beenepopre JohpV draw thy,toole, here comesof the hpufeof 
MoantAgUes* 

Entertwo dther Servirtgmen. 

SAwpMy naked weapon is out>qiiarrell, I wilibacke thee. 
How, tnrne thy backe andrunne ? 

5^wf.Fearemepqt. ^ v. . ' 

Grfg.^o marrie,! fta^ the'fc ! ‘ . 

Samp- Let us take the Law of bur fidcs, let them begin* 

. Cre£. I vviU frown as J p^ffebpSc letxhem takeit as they lift. 

■ Samp. Nay as ^he^ dare:! will bite iny thumb 
isadiigraceto.themiftbeybeareit. : ■ r. . : 

Doe you bite your thumb at ns fir r 
doe bitemy thumb 

Doe you bite your thumbe at US fir ?'■' '* 

Samp. Is the law on our fide^ip fay J I r : ;jp g Jj-, ; i t .q- ,7^ - 
(7rrj-.I^O. ^ - ;o: 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thuipbe at you fir, but I bice 
mythumbefir. ‘f, ;• . 70 m 

Gr^g.Doc youquarrell ^ von ) in norljli 

-^^r<«.Quarrell.fir,.nofiri;. ' » r.] , - - ; * — 7 /' 

Samp. But if you doe fir , J am fpr you > Ilerve asgood a man 
as you. 

No better. . . ?*5 

Samp. Well ih. uE»r^rBenvolio. 

Grfg. Say better, here comes one of my Maftcrskinlfnen^ 
Samp. Yes better fir. 

.y^^ra. You lie* 

Samp. Dra^ if you be men y Gregory remember thy fwaflhing 
blow. : Thejf fight* /)\ 

Part fooles,put up your fyvords, you know not what you 1 
doe. ^ 1 

Enter 



t 



<>/ Romeo W Juliets 

£^»<erTibalt; - 

Ti^^/r.WhatPart thou dra wnc among theft Iieartlcflc hindes^ 
TurnethecJ5#w^/w<lookc upon thy death. 

Ben. I doe but keepe the peace, put up thyfword, 

Or mannage it to part theft men with me. 

Tf6. What drawnc and talke of peace ? I hate the word. 

As iLace hell, all yt^onntagnesj and thee : 

Have at thee Coward. 

Enter three or foure Citizacnswith clubs or parti fans. 
Offi.ClxhSy bills,and partifans, ftrike, beat themdownc 
Downe with the C apu let s^iomem\^txhe Mount agues. 

Enter old Capulet in his gov^ne, and his 
^dp. What noife is this ? give me my long fword hoe. 
tVife. A crutch, a autch , why call you for a fword ? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Mount ague is come. 

And Houriflies hisblade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his iVife. 

Moun.Ybou villainc Capulet ; hold me not, let me goe- 
M Wife a. Thou fhalt not ftir one foot to feeke a foe. 

Enter Prinee Eskalcs, reith hie trains. 

Prince. Rebellions fob jefts, enemies to peace, 
Profanersofthis neighbour-ftained fteele. 

Will they not heare ? what hoe, you men, you beafts, 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountaines ifluing from your veincs, 

On paine of torture, from thole bloody hands 
Throw your miftemper’d weapons to the ground,’ 

And heare the fentence of your moved Prince. 

Three civill brawles bred of an ayrie word, ' 

By thee old C apulet and Mountague^ 

Have thrice di/ipt-b’d the quiet of our ftreets, 

And made ^eronas ancient Citizens 
Caft by their grave befeeming ornaments, 

To wield old partifans in hands as old, 
ancred with peace, to pare your cancred hate : . 

K ever you difturb our ftreets agai ne, 
our lives fhall pay the forfeit of the peace 

As 



For 



The mofi lament ahU Tragedy 

For this time all the reft depait awajr : . , . , 

You (hall goe along with me> 

An d comeyou this afternoone. 

To know our further pleafure in this cafe. 

To old Frce^owne,our common judgement place/ " 

Once more on paine of death all menoepart. 

ExeuHtt 

Mount, Who fet this ancient quarrell new abroach > 

Speake Nephew, were you by when it began ? 

Ben, Here were the fervants of your adverfary 
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach ; 

I drew to part them^ in the inftant came 
The fiery 7V^/r/f with his fword prq>af d. 

Which as he breathy defiance to my eares. 

He fwong about his head and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt withall>hifey him in fcornu : 

While we were enterchanging thrufts and blowcs, 

Came more and more, and fought on part and part^ 

Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 

Wife, O where is Komeoy{ieN you him today ? 

Right glad am 1 he was not at this fray . 

Ben, Madam, an houre before the worfhipt fiinnc 
Peerd forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled minde drave me to walke abroad, 

Where underneath the grove of Sycamore 
That Weft ward rooteth from this City fide, 

So early walking did I fee your Sonne : 

Towms him I made ; but ne was ware of me. 

And ftole into the covert of the wood. 

I meafuring his affe6f ions by my ovvne, 

Which then moft fought where moft might not be found. 
Being one too many b^y my weary felfe, 

Purfu’d my humour, not purfuing his, 

Andgladly flmnny , who gladly fled from me. 

Mount, Many a morninghath he there been feene, 

W^ith teares augmenting the fiefh mornings dew. 

Adding to clouds more clouds with bis deep fighes. 



But 



ef Novato and ]\)X\et. 

But all fo foonc as the all cheering Sunne 
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
The fliadic curtaines from bed. 

Away from light fteales home my heavie fonne. 

And privatein his chamber pens himfelfe, # 

Shuts up his windowes, lockes faire day-light out, 

And makes himfelfe an artificial! night. 

Blacke and portendous muft this humour prove, \ 

Unleflc good counfell mav the caufe remove. 

Ben. My noble unkle doe you know the caufe ? 

Moun, I neither know it , nor can learne of him. 

Ben, Have you importun’d him by any meanes ? 

Monn. Both by my felfe and many other friends, 

But he hisowne affciftions Counfcllor 
Is to himfelfe (I will not fey how true) 

But to himfelfe (b fecret and lb clofe. 

So farre from (bunding and difeovery, 

Asisthebudbit with an envious worme, 

Erchecanfpread his (weet leaves to the ayre, 

? r dedicate his beauty to the fames 
ould we but learne from whence JWsforrowes grow. 

We would as willingly give cure as ;knew^ 

Romeo. . 

Ben, See where he comes; fo plcafe you ftep afide. 

Tie know bis grievance or be much deni’d. 

Moun. I would thou wert fo happyby thy flay. 

To heare true fhrift ; Come Madam lets away. 

Exeunt . . 

Benvol. Good morrow Coufin. . 

Is the day (b young 

Ben, But new ftrooke nine. • 

Ay me,fed hourcs feeme long ; 

Was that my father that went hence ib fa ft? 

Ben, It was : what fednefle lengthens %$meos houres ? 

^ having makes them fliort. 

5^**. Out, . 
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The mofi lamentahlt Ttigedj 
•R^w. Out of her favour where I am in love. 

Ben. Alas that love Idgentlein his view, 

Should be fo tyrannous and.rough in proofe / 

■B^m. A las chat love, whofe view is muffled ftiH, 

Should without eyes fee pachwayes to his will / 

Where fhall we dine ? O me, whatfray was here ? 

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all : 

Here's much to doe with hate, but more with love : 

Why then O brawling love ,0 lovinghate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created, 

Oheavie lightnefle,ferions vanity < 

Milbapen Chaos ofwellfeerningformes. _ 

Feather oflead,brightlmoke, cold fire, fickehealthj 
Still waking lleepe, that is not what it is. ... , 

This love feele I, that feele no love in this. ■ i- 

DoH.tanoU.u6h? • ‘ 

No Coze, 1 rather weepc. ' " ' v /, . u - ^ ' 

l^oTw.Good heartatwhat? ■ 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppreflion- > ^ ^ - 

Bom. Why (uch is loves tran^effion. ^ J ^ 

Griefesofmy owne lye heavic in my br6af!, ? ^ 

Which thou wilt propagate to havcitpreft ‘ ^ 

With more of thine : 'this love that tKou haft fliownc. 

Doth adde more griefe to too much of mine ownc* 

Love is a fmokc made with the fume of fighesj 
Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in lovers eyes ; 

Beingvext,a fea nouriflit with loving teare$ : 

What is it elfe f a madnefle moft difcrect, ^ . 

A choking gall, and a prefervingfweet. 

Farewell my Coze. ‘ 

Soft, I will goe along, .* • 

And if you leave me fo you doe iti e wrong. ' * ( ^ _ 

^<7w.Tut,Ihave loft my I am hot here, ' ^ ; 

This is not ‘I^w^yhee’S'fomc other wliere* 

Ben. TeU me infadnefle, whois that ybu-loV ? ' *' / 

Ts^m. What ? fhall I groane and tell thee ? ^ 

Ben. Grone,why no,butfadlytcllmewho. ' 

^•3 Bint. 
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#/ Romeo and Juliet 

Bom. Bid a ficke man in fadnefle make his will : 

A word ill urg’d to one that is fo ill : 

In fadnefle coufin I doe love a woman. 

Ben. I aym’d fo neare when I fuppos’d you lov’d. 

Rem. Aright good markc-man : and (hee’s faire I love. 

Ben. A right faire marke, faire Coze, is fooneft hit. 

Rom. Well, in that hit you mifle ; (hee’Il not be hit 
With arrow, flie hath Diansmti 

And in ftrong proofe of chaftity well arm’d. 

From loves weake childifh bow fhee lives uncharm'd : 

She will not ftay the fiegc of loving cearmcs> 

Nor bide th’ incounter of aflailing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to Saint fcducing gold : 

O fheis rich inbeanry, onely poore. 

That when fhe dyes, with beauty dyes her ftorc. 

Ben. Then fhe hath fworne that (he will ftill livcchaft. 

Rom. Sheehath, and in that (paring makes huge waft, 

For beauty fterv'd with her (cverity. 

Curs beauty off from all poftcrity. . 

Shee is too faire, too wile, wifely too fake, 

To merit blilTeby making medefpaire : 

She hath forfworne to love, and in that vow. 

Doe Hive dead, that live to tel lit now. 

Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to thinke of her. 

Rom. O teach me how I fhould forget to thinke 

B en. By giving libertie unto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

’Tis the way to call hers (exquifite) in queftion more : 
Thefehappv Maskes that kifle faire Ladies browes. 

Being blacke, put us in minde they hide the faire ; 

He that is ftrucken blindc cannot forget 
The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft. 

Shew me a Miftris that is paffing faire. 

What doth her beauty ferve,but as a note. 

Where I may read who paft that pafling faire? 

Farewefl, thou canft not teach me to forget. 

Ben. ’lie pay that doarinc,or clfe dye in debt. 
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Themfl hmentahle Tragedy 

C<,p. And Moanugne is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, and ’ds not hard , I ihinke. 

For men 16 old as we to keep the peace. _ 

Tat. Of honourable reckoning are youboth. 

And pitie ’tis yon liv’d at ods lb long. 

But now my Lord what fay you to my fmte ? _ 

CAt. But laying o’re what 1 have laidbefore . 

My childe is yet a ftranger in the world , ^ 

Shee hath not feene the change of foutteene y eeres . 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may’thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

VAris. Younger than (be are happy mothers made. 
Cap And toofoone mat’d are thofe fo early made : 
The earth hath fwallow’d all my hopes but (be. 

She is the hopciuli Lady ofmy earth : 

But wooe her gentle TanV.get her heart. 

My will to her confent is but a pare 
And (lie agree, within her (cope of choice 
Lyes my confent, and faire according vmce. 

This night 1 hold anold acculfomed feaft. 

Whereto I have invited manyagueft. 

Such as I love, and you among the ftore. 

One more (raoft welcome) makes my number more ; 

At my poore houfelooke to behold this night, 

Earth treading ftarrcs.tbat make darke heaven light s 
Such comfort as doe lufty young men fecle, 

When well appareld ttAyrilon the heele 
Of limping winter treads ; even fuch delight 
Among fte(h Fenriell buds (hall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe, heare all, alllce, 

And like her moftwhofe merit nioft (hall be : 

Which on more view of many, mine being one. 

May (fand in number, though in reckningnone. 
Come, goe with me : goe (irrah, trudge about. 
Through faire V trona, , findc thofe perlbns out, 

W hole names arc written there,and to them fay, 



My 



e/ Romeo affd Juliet; 

My houfe and welcome on their pleafurc flay. 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Here it is writ- 
ten, that the (hoo- maker fliould meddle with his yard , and the 
raylerwithhisLaft,thefi(her with his penfiH, and the painter 
with his nets. But I am fent to finde thofe perlbns wtofe names 

are here writ, and can never find what names the writing perlon 
hath here writ (I muft to the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben- Tut man, one fireburnes out anothers burning. 

One paine is lefned by anothers angui(h: 

Turne giddy, and be holpe by backward turning, 

One defperate griefe cures with anothers languifli : 

Take thou fome new infe<Slion to the eye. 

And the ranke poy(bn of the old will dye. 

Rom. YourPlantan Icafeis excellent for that. 

Ben . For what I pray thee ? 

Ro;m. For your broken (hin. 

Ben. 'Why Romeo art thou mad ? ' 

%om. Not mad , but bound more than a mad man is. 

Shut up in priibn, kept without my food, 

W hipt ana tormented, and Godaengood fellow. 

Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade ? 

^ Rom. I, mine owne fortune in my mifery . 

Ser. Perhaps you have learned it without booke. 

But I pray can you read any thing you fee ? 

Rom- I,if Iknow the letters and the language. 

Ye lay hrneftly, reft ye merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I can read. 

He reads the Letter. 

Eignetir Js/L^ttitio^and his vpife ^ daughtersiCount^Atlfclxtlt 
1and.hu beauteoui fifiers ; the Lady widdow »/Utnjvio,5«V- 
ueurVlicd^tm^andhu lovely NeectS', Mercutio 4 «</i&^ brother 
Valentine;»?»w uncle Capulet,A» voife and daughters-, my fairi 
J^tece Rofaline,Livia; i:eig»eurYa.\tmio,andhu coufm Tibalt : 
EwciOy and the lively Wc\Q.nz. 

A faire alTcmbly, whither fhould they come 

B 2 Ser. 






Themofi Umentahlt Trugtdy 

Ser. Up. 

Whither? to fnpper? 

J^r.Tooor houfc. 

ifffw. Whofehoule? 

5?r.MyMafters. . . r 

J?.«JndeedI(houldhaveasktyOttthatbefore. 

5«r.Now lie tell you without asking : My Matter is the 
great rich C^vulety U if you be not of the houfe ofMomugucs, 
I pray come and aufli a cup of wine. Reft you merry, 

Ben^ At this fame ancient feaft of fapff/etfy 
Sups thefaire whom thou fo loveftj 

With all the admired beauties of F erona : 

Goe thither, and with unattainted eye 
Compare her face with (bme that I (hall (hew> 

And Twill makethee thinkethy fwan acrovv. 

Rom* When the devout Religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fuch falftiood , then turne teares to fire, 

And thefe who often drown’d could never dye, 

Tranfparent Hereticks be burnt for liars. 

One fairer than my love / th* all-lceing Sun 
Ne’re faw her match , fince firft the world begun. 

Be». Tut, you faw her faire none elfe being by, 

Her (elfe pois’d with her felfe in either eye : 

But in that Chryftall fcales let there be waigh’d. 

Your Ladies love againft Ibme other maide 
That I will (hew you (hining at this feaft. 

And (he (hallfcant fhew well that now (hcwcsbeft* 

^.Ile goe along no fuch fight to be (howne. 

But to rejoice in (plendor of mine owne. 

Eftter Czpultts Wife and Nur[i^ 

W/tf.Nurfe, where, s my daughter >call her forth to mee. 

Nurle. Mew by my maiden~nead at twelve jeeres old I had 
her : eome^what Lamb^what Lady~birdyGod forbid ♦* 
where's this Girle ? what Juliet. Enter Juliet. 

How now ? who calls ? 

Nurfe. Tour Another, 

Juli* Madam I am here> what is your will? 



Romeo Juliet. 

^i/V.ThiS is the matter. Nurfe give leave a while , we muft 
talke in fecret. Nurfe come backe againe, I have remembred me, 
thouTe heareour counfell.Thou knowUmy daughter s ofa pret- 
ty . / 

Nurfe. Faith lean tell her age unto an houre, 
Sheesnotfoureteene. 

Nurfe. 'lie lay fourteene of my teeth , and yet to my teene be it 
fpokeuy I have but foure y Jhee s not four eteene^ 

Mow long PS it now to Lammas tide? 

Wife. A fortnight and oddc dayes. 

Nurfe. Even or oddy>fall daies in the yeer come Lammas Eve 
at night (had (he he fourteen. Sufan and fhcyGod refi all Chriftian 
foulesyoere of an age* WedySv&n is with Godyfhe was too good for 
me. Buty as Ifaid, on Lammas at night (hallfhe be fonrteeny 

then fhail jhee marry , I remember it well, *Tis fence the Earths 
qisa^ now eleven y ceres ; and jhe was wean d, I never fhall for get 
ityofall the dayesHn the yeere upon that day : for I had then laid 
wormewood to my dug , fitting in the fun under the Dove-houfe 
wall : my Lord and you were then at Mantua , nay I doe be are a 
brainefButiOS I faidyvhen it didtajle the wormewood on the nip^i- 
pie of my dugy and felt it bitter, pretty foole to fee it teachie, and 
fall out with the dug : Shake (^uoth the^ dove-houfe j twos no need 
I trow to hid me trudge : and fence that timejtis clevenyeeres, 
for then (he couldfiand alone, nay by th' rood fhle could have run 
andwadledall about : for even the day before jhe broke her broWy 
and then my husband, God be with his fouleja was a merry math 
tookup thechildyyea,quoth heydoefl thou fall upon thyfacehhou 
wilt fall backward when thou haft more wity wilt thou »<?/• Jule ? 
and by mf holidam the pretty wretch left crying and faid,l:to 
fee how how a ]efl fhall come about. I warrant and I fhall live a 
thouj^d yeeres: I »^ver fhould forget it : wilt thou not]n\Q,auoth 
he ? and pretty foo/e it feinted and Jaid, I. 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Tes Madam,yet I cannot chufe but laughyto thinke it 
fhould leave cry ingandfayyly& yet I warrant it ha^on ithrow a 
bump as big as ayoung cockrels feone,aperilloHs kyJeck & it cried 
bitterly : yea, quoth myhufbandfalfe upon thy face, thqu wilt fall 

^3 back, 
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thee married once, I have mji vrijh 

Old La. Mary that marry is the very Thcame 
I came to talke ot : tell me daughter 'juUet, 

How ftands your difpofitions tobe married ? 

?«/«. It is an hourc that I dreame not of. , . . , 

Nurfe. Anhoftre 1 vtre not lonely Nttrfe , 1 vottld fay thote 
kadfifn'ckt thj wifdontefrom thy teat. 

Old La. Well, thinkc ofMarriage now, younger than you 
Here in Verona, Ladies of eftecme. 

Are made already mothers by my count ; 

I was your mother much upon tndeyeares 

That you are now a maide : thus then mbrieie. 

The valiant T-tf^feekes yon fbrhis love. 

Nude. A man jomg Lady, Lady, fuch a man 04 allthevtorld^ 

Whyheesamanofwaxe. , n 

Summer hath not fuch a flower. • 

Nurfe. Nay hees a flowery in faith a very flow en 
Old X^.What fay you? can you love the Gentleman ? ■ 

This night you fliall behold him at our Feaft, 

Read o re the volume of young Paris face. 

And finde delight writ there with beauties pen. 

Examine every feverall lineament, 

And fee how one another lends content : 

And what obfcur*d in this faire Volume lyes, 

Finde written in the margent of his eyes. 

This precious booke of love, this unbound lover, 

Tobeautifie him onely lackes a Cover. 

Thefifh lives in the fea, and ’tis much pride. 

For Faire without the faire within to hide : 

That booke in many eyes doth Chare the glory, 

That in gold clafpes lockes in the golden ftory : 

So fliall you Chare all that he doth pofl’efle. 
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p/ Romeo W Jotiet, 

0 /^ii-».Speakc briefly, can you like of love? 

IhU. rielookctolike, iflooking liking move. 

Solving. Madam, the gucfts arc come , fuppcr ferv d “P’V “ 
calld,my foung Lady askr for , the Nurfe curftinthe^ntm 
and every thing in extremity : Imuft hence to wait, I befecch 

you follow ftra it. , ^ ^ 

Mo . We follow thee : Juliet the Coimtie Itayes. 

Nurfe. Goe gitle, feeke happy nights to happy daycs. 

aL X CnttV • 

Enter Romco,Mercutio,B^nvolio,Ti?/r or fixe other 

Maskers ^Torch-hearers, 

Rom, W hat ? fliall this fpcech be fpokc for our excufe ? 

Or fliall we on without Apolcgy ? ^ 

Ben, The date is out ot fuch prolixity. 

Wee’ll have no Cufid hood-winkt with a skarfe. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of Lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow -keeper, n 
But let them mcafure us by what they will. 

Wee’ll meaiure them a mealiire and be gone. 

Rom, Give me a Torch , 1 am not for this amWing, 

Being but heavic I will beare the light. 

A(er- Nay gentle Romeo muft have you dance. 

Not I believe me, you have dancing Chooes 
W ich nimble foies ; I have a fbule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot move.. 

Mer . Y ou are a Lover , borrow Qupds wings,^ 

And lore with them above a common bound. 

Rom lam too fore enpe^rced with his fliaft. 

To foare with his light feathers ; and fo bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe. 

Under loves heavie burthen doc Lfinke. 

Mer a And to flnke in it Chould yon burthen love. 

Too gtcat oppreflion for a tender thing. 

Romecy 
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The mofl ImentdbU Ttdgedj 

Ts love a tender thing ? it is too rough» 

Too rude, too boifterous, and it prickes like thorne. 

Mer.V\oyjt be rough with you, be rough with love, 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love downc* 

Give me a cafe to put my vifagein, 

A vifor for a vifor .* what care I 

What curious eye doth quote deformities, 

Here are the beetle- browcs (hallblurti for me. . 

Ben» Come knock and enter, and no fooner in, 

But every man betake him to his legges. 

Rem- A torch for me, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fenfcIelTe rulhes with their hecles , 

For I anl proverb’d with a graunfire phralc, 

'Jlc be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was ne re fo faire , and I am dun. 

Mer. Tut, duns the moufe, the Conftables owne word ; 

If thou art dun wee*ll draw thee from the mire : 

Or fave you reverence love, wherein thou (hekeft 
Up to the eares : come we burne day-light ho. 
i? That’s not fo. j: 

Mer. I meane lir in delay, 

W ’ waftet)ur lights invainc, lights lights by day : 

Take our good meaning, for our judgement fits. 

Five times in that, e re once in our fine wits. 

And we meane well in going to this Masfo 
But ’tisnowittogoe. . ^ ov. 

Why,may oneaske? 

I dreamt a dreame to night. 

Af^r. And fo did L. 

Well, what was yours ? ' 

That dreamers often Jye. 

Rom. In bed afleepe while they doe dreame things true. r 

Mfr. O then 1 fee Quecne Mab hath been with you : 

Shee is the Fairies Midwife, and fliec comes in Chape no bi^cr 
than an Agat ftone , on the forerfingcr^ an Alderman, drawnc 
witha tcemcoflitcle atomies, Overmens ‘Dofes as they lye a- 
flecp,hcr waggon fpokes made oflong fpinriers legges, the cover 

of 
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if Romeo a;td Julkti 

^ofthe wings of graftioppers, her traces of the finalleft ^Ider^ 
web, her collers ofthemoon-fhines watry beames , ha whip of 
Crickets bone , the lafli of Pbilome, her waggoner a Imall gray 
coated Gnat , not halfc fo bigge as a round litt Ic worrne pricli 
from the Jazic finger of a man, her chariot isan empticHafeM 
• nut,made by the Joyner Squirrell or old Grub, time out of mind 
the Fairies Coach-makers : and in this ftatc fliee gallops nighc 
by night through lovers braines , and then they dreame of love r 
on Courtiers knees, that dreame on Curfies ftrait ; o’rc Lawyers 
fingers,who ftrait dreame on fcesjpVeLadies lips, who ftrait on 
kifles dreame ; which oft the ai^ryiMahwith BJifters plagues* 
bccauferhcir breath with fweet meaces tainted are ribmenmes 
fheegallopso re a Courtiers nofe,and then dreames he ofimal« 
ling out afeit; and fometime comes ftic witha tithe-pigs tail^ 
cicklingaParfonsnofe as a lies afleepe, then he dreames ofarw 
other Benefice; fometime (heedrivetboVea fouldiers ncckcv 
and then dreames hee of cutting fotraine throats , of breaches, 
ambufcadocsjSpanilh blades, ofhcalths'five fadomfe deep j and 
then anon drums in his eare, at which hee ftart sand wakes, aixi 
being thus frigbccd,fyvearcs a prayer or two, and fleepes againc: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the night* 
and bakes the Elflockes infbule flutcifii'fraires , which once un- 
tangled much misfortune bodes. 

Hus is the hag, when maides ly on their backes. 

That preffes them, and leames them firft tobcare, 

Making themwomen ofgood carriage: 

Thisislhee. 

Peace, peacexMerefftlo peace* 

Thou talkft^of nothing. 

A^er. True, Ttalkeofdreames, 

^Vhich arethe children of an idle bralne. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie. 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre. 

And more uncoiiftant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bofome of the North; . .. 

And^ing angred, puffes away from thence 
Turning his fide to the dew-dropping South* 

^ Rchp 
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*”fr“iSSo my miJ ■»»-§'«’ . 
S«r»SeS;etSngi£»^ • r. :.. 

DU' ■• ■•:••' • £«?#r Romeo- ^ 

He ive all in one or two mens 

T ^ When good manners Ihali lye ai 

bands.andthey unvWfhr^ on | 

iV>7/, Anthonie and Potfan* , _ ■ 

Be briske a while, and the longer Uver » SxtHtit. 

■ Enter alltheguefis *ni Gentlerrmen to ^ • 

the Maekin. . - . . . ;' _ 

I Ap. Welcome Gentlemen. Ladies that have their toes 

Unpiyed with Cornes will walke about \vith you . 
AhmvMiftreffesjwhichofyouall ^ , 

Will now deny to dance ?(hethat makes dami^j,_ 

She ’lie fwear hath Comes: am I come neate you 

W elcome Gcnttemen, 1 have feeh the day 

That 1 have wotne a Vifor, and could teu ^ 



♦/ Romeo W Juliet. 

Awhifperingtale in a faiVe Latjiescare, ^ ^ 

Such as would pleafe : ’tis gone, as gone, us gone. 

You are welcome Gentlemen i come Muhtians play. 

Jldufickeplaj/es,and they dattett 
A hall,a hall,give roome, and foot It girles, 

Morelightyou Knavcs,and turnethetaWcsnR«. ^r/ 

And quench the fire, the roome isgrowne tc»hoc^, 

Ahfirrah.thisunlooktforfpcirtcQmeswell,,- 
Nayfit,nay fit,goodcQnfinC#»^»/efj i.-av 4 

ForyouandIarepaftourdaB€iiffiday{S;_ ii " 

How long ifl- now fince 1^ your lelfc aod I ; . r.' ' 

Were inaMake ? .m::' id pprid 'I ‘*^3 v '' 

3. C«rp.Berlady thirty y^es.Dv: . , • : 

1 , Cap. Whit nnaH?.’HSTiofijlQJ5ptiGfa,'£is not to much, 

Tis fince the Nuptiall of : r| . 

Come Pentecoft as quickly ammlh -f ra , r : . 

Some five and twenty yeeres, aHd then we ni?skt. 

2. Cap. ’Tis more, 'ds ntor£:,his tonne- 4? older fir, 

His fontje is thirty. UOm-- Uilt! 

I. Ci*/», Will you tellmethat? .at 
His tonne was bur a W ird two yeeres agoe. 

What Ladyis that which dotli inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight. ^ 

Ser. I know not fir. • p; , 

O file doth teach the torches to burne bright : 
It feemes ibe hangs Upon the cheeke of night. 

As a rich jewell in an Athiops care. 

Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too deare -: 

So (hewes a fnowie Dove trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady o’re her fellovyes flrowes : . 

The meafute done. Tie watch her place of Hand, 

And touching hers , make bleffed my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now, forfweare it fight. 

For I ne’re faw true beauty till this night. 

TV^. This by his voice Ihould be a Momtague. 

Fetch me my Rapier boy, what ? dares the Have, 

Come hither covet’d with an antique face. 
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themofi Imentahle fugedjv 

To fleere and (corne at our folemnity ? ‘ 

Now by the flockc and honour ofmy kin> , 

wS;SSii» ltotmejin«>»‘ 

T'/p-Uncle this is a^««»t^j’*<fourfocj 
i^villaine that is hither .come in ipight, ■ ^ 

To fcornc at out ibiemnity this night* . 

C<tp.Young‘2i2>»w> isit?' ^ 

’Tishe,that villaine'RtfWW. 

Cm. Content thee, gentle Coze, let fito alOHA . 

A bcares him like a portly GentiemaUj"” , 

And to fiy truth brags or him, 

To be a vertuous and well goverti’d youth } 

1 would not.for the wcakh of all this Towna’ 

Here in my houfe doc him d^a&^cnt ; 

Therefore DC patient > take no note of hitn> 

It is my will, thc:whichifthotti?e(p6a, 

Shew afaire pr^fence, andputofFthefe ftownes, 

An ill befeeming femblance for afeaft . 

r/^Jtfitswhen fuchavillaineisa^efc 
Tie not endure him. , 

C^/i. He flialibe endured, 

What f goodman boy, Ifay he fliaIl,goetO(^ 

Am I the Matter here or yon ? goe too : 

You’ll not endure him, God fliall mend my foule^ 

You 11 make a mutdny among my guefts, 

You will fee a cocke a hoope, youTl be the man* 

TiB, why Uncle *tis a flvame. 

Caf- Goe too, goe too. 

You are a 6ucy boy ; ift fo indeed ? 

This trick may chance to fcath you Iknov\^ what ? 

You mutt contrary me, marry *tis time : 

Well faid my hearts : you are a Princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or (more light, more light for ftiame) 

Tic make yoja^uiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

T/^ .Patience perforce with wilfullcholer meetingp 
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting ; 
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«f Romeo and Juliet^ 

Iwill withdraw , but this intrufion fliall, 

Now feeming fweet, convert to bitter gall*. 

If I profane with my unworthieft hand> 

This holy (hrine, the gentle liane is this. 

My lips two blufliing Pilgrims ready ftand, 

To fmooth that rough touch with a tender kifle. 

J«/. Good Pilgrim, you doe wre^g your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion fticwes in this. 

For Saints have hands that Pilgrims hands doe touch. 

And palme topalmc is holy Palmers.kifle. 

not Saints- lips , and holy Palmerstoo ? 

JnL I Pilgrim, lipsthat they muft ufe in Prayer. 

O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe, 
Thgr pray, grant thou,Icft faith turne to dcfpaire. 

JhL Saintsdoe not- move, though grant for prayers fike.' 
Then move not while my prayers effeil I take : 
Thus from my lips by thine my finne is purg’d. 

JuL Then have my lips the finne that they have tooke- 
R^m* Sin from my lips / O crefpaflc fwcetly urg’d : 

Give me my finne againe. 

JnL You kifle bith booker 

ISTurfe. Madam, your mother craVCS a word with you. 
Rom. What is her mother ?. . 

Marrie BatcheJer, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houfo, 

, And a^od Lady, and a wife and vertuous : 

I nui^gher daughter that youtalktwithalh : 

I telJ you he that can lay hold offaer, . 

Shall nave the chinckes; 

Is flie a C Amulet ? 

0 deare account 1 my life is my foes debt. 

Ben. Away, be gone, the iport is at the beft. 
^^>«?.I,lo.Ifeare,themoreis my unreft. . 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone. 

We have a trifling foolifli banquet towards : 

Is it e’en fo ? why then I thanke you all, 

1 thanke you honeft Gentlemen; good night. . 
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rhemfiUmentahUTfaiedj 

More torches here.cotne on, then lets tohed. 

Ahlirrah, by my fay it waxes late, 

^«W"f.Iknownot. 

?«/. Goeaske his name, ifhebe married, 
Mygraveisliketobemyweddingbed. ^ 

^^rf. His name is ,and a Mcmtague* ... 

The onelylbnne of your great enemy. , V _ 

?»/.M5tonelylovefprungfrommyoneIyhate, ■ 

Tooearl^eeneunknowne,andknownetoolate: 

Prodigiousbirthofloveitistome, , . , . 

That Imnft love a loathed enemy. -7 

What’s tis ? what’s tis? 
y«/. ARyme I learnt even now 
Ofoneldanc’twithall. . 

One calls 

7\7»r/. Anon, anon: - 

Come lets away, the ftrangers all are gone. ^ 

, Chorfis. ^ ' 

Nowold defire doth in his death-bed lye, 

And young affe6lion gapes to be his heire. 

That fairefor which love groned and would dye. 

With tender Juliet matcht is now not faire. 

Now 'Kgweo is beloved and loves againe. 

Alike bewitched by the charmeoflookes: 

But to his foe fuppos*d he muft complaine. 

And Hie fteale loves fweet bait from fcarefull hooks. 

Being held a foe, he may not have acceife 
To breath fuch vowes as lovers ufe to fweare: 

And flie as much in love,her meanes much leffe, 

To meet her new beloved any where. 
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pfKomco Wjulier. 

But pafliionflends them power, time meanes to meet, 

Tempting extremities with extreme fweet. 

EnterV^omco alone. 

Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Turne backe dull earth, and finde thy Center out. 

Benvolio with Mercutio. 

Ben- %omeo, my CoufinRomeo^ Romeo* 

Afer.Uc is wife,and on my life hath ftollen him home to bed. 
Ben. He ran this way, and leapt this Orchard wall ; 

Call good Merentio, ^ . 

Mer* Nay rie conjure too . 

Borne oy humours , madam^paflion, lover, 

Appeare thou in the likenefle of a figh, 

Speake but one ryme and I am fatisfi’d ;. 

Cry but ay me, pronounce but love and dy«, 

Speake to my Goffip Vemu one faire word. 

One nickname to her purblind Ibnne and heire 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that fhot (6 true. 

When King (^ophetua lov’d the Begger-maid. 

He heareth not, he ftirreth not, he moveth not, 

The Ape is dead, and I muft conjure him : 

I conjure thee by Rof alines bright eyes. 

By her high forehead and her skarlet lip. 

By her fine foot, ftraight legge, and quivering thigh. 

And the demeanes that there adjacent lye, 

That in thy likenefle thou appeare to us. 

Ben. km if heheafe thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him, ’t would anger him 
To raife a Ipirit in his Miftreffe circle, 

Offomeftrange nature, letting k there ftand 
Till (he had layd it, and conjur’d it downe, 

•That were fome fpight. 

My invocation is faire and honeft, and in his Miflrefle name, 

I conjure onely but to raife up him. 

Ben. Come , he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees^ 

To be conforted'with the humorous night ; 

Blind is his love, and beft befits the darke. 

Mer* 






The mofi ImenuhU Ttigedj 

ili«r.lflovcbeblind,lovecannot hitthemarke ; 

No.vwillhefitunderaMedlartree* 

Andwifl. his miftreffe w««hatkmde of^t. 

As maides call Medlars when they laugh alone, 

O that Ihe were, O that (be were 

Anopen and catera, and thou a Poperinpe«e, 

Romo good night, I’le to my Truccle-bed, 

This field-bedis too cold for meto llcep : 

Come, (hall we goe? . 

,5M.Goethen,for’tIs m vameto feekchim^hcre, 

Thatmeanesnottobefound. 

Rom. He iefls at fcarres chat nwer felt a wound. 

But fofr, what light through vender window breaks i 
It is the Baft, and JftUet is the Sunne ; 

Arife fairc funne, and kill the envious moone, 

Wbo is already fickc and pale with griefe. 

That thou her maide art farre more feire than IhC : 

Be not her maide fince (Vie is envious, 

Her veftall livery is but ficke and grecne, 

AndnonebutfbolesdoeweareiCjCaftitofts 

It is my Lady,0 it is my love, Qthat fiie knw Ih^ WCf C 2 
She {peakes, yet (he fayes nothing ; what of that? 

Her eye difeourfes, I will anrwere it : 

I am too bold> 'tis not to me (be Ipeakcs 2 
Two of the faireft ftarres in all the heaven. 

Having fomcbufincfle, doc entreat her eyes 
To twinckle in their fpheares till they returne ; 

What ifher eyes were there, they in her hca^ 

The brightnefle of her cheeke would (bamc thoTc ftarSi 
As day-light doth a lamped her eye in heity^. 

Would through the ayrie redon ftreame fo bright. 

That birds would fmg, and thinkeit were not night* 

See how fhe leanes her cheeke upon her hand? 

O that I were a glove upon that hand. 

That I might touch thatchceke^ 

JhL Ay me. 

Rom, She Ipeakes. 






Oh 



Oh Ipcakeagaine bright AngellJ, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being oVe my head. 

As IS a winged meflenger of heaven 
Unto the white up-turned ^wondring eyes 
Ofmortals that fall backe to gaze on him, 
Whenhebeftrides the lazie puffing clouds. 

And failes upon the bofome of the Aire. 

JhI. O R(?mf^tjRomf(fywher€Fore art thou 'Konfco ^ 
Deny thy father, and refufe thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not,be but Ivvorne my love. 

And Tic no longer be a Capulet. 

Shall I heare more ? or fliall I Ipeakc at this ? 
J»/,*Tisbut thy name that is my enemy : 

Thou art thy felfe, though not a Atountagne. 

What's Mount ague f it is nor hand, nor foot. 

Nor arme,nor face. O be fbmc other name 
Belongingto a man. 

W hat’s in a name ? That which we call a Role, 

By any other word would Imellaslweet: 

So Romeo would were he not^mto call’d, 

Rctaine that deare perfe<Sf ion which he owes, 

W ithout that title i Romeo d’ofF thy name, 

And for thy name, which is no part of thee, 
Takcallmy felfc. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 

Cali me but Love, and ’lie be new baptiz’d, 
Hence-forth I never will be %omeo. 

Jttl. W hat man art thou, that thus befercen’d in nieht 
So flumblcft on my counlell ? 

^<?.By a name,! know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My name.deare Saint is hat efull to my felfc, - 
Bccaufeit is an enemy to thee: 

Had I it written, 1 would teare the word. 

7«/.My cares haveyet not drunke a hundred words 
ut thy tongues uttering , yet I know the found : 

Art thou XK>t Romeo , And iMomtague f 

%om. Neither faire maide, if either thee Siflike. 
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?«/.How cam’ll thou hither, tell me, and whet re. 

Orchard walls are high and hard “ chmbe. 

And the place death, confidmnpho thou art, 

io»,. AlacLtherelyesmoteperiUinth^ine^^ , 

Than twenty oftheir words: looke thoubutfwcetj 

TUm .\ have nights cloak to Wdc me their eyeSj , 

And but thou love me let them finde me here , 

Wy life werebettcr ended by their hate, 

Thandeath prorogued wanting orthy love. 

‘ ?»/. By whofe direftion foundft thou out this place , 
&.By lovethatfirft did promp meto enquire, 

He lent me counfcll, and Uent him eyes. 

' I am no Pilot, yet wert thq»as «rre 
As that vaft (hore wafht with thefartheft lea, 

I fliould adventure for fuch merchandile. 

7»/.Thou know’ll the maske of night is on my face, 
Elie would a maiden blulh bepaint my cheeke. 

For that which thou haft beard me ipeake to night. 
Fainewould I dwell oh forme, fame, fame deny 
WhatIhavefpoke;butfarevvell complement; 

Doeft thou love me ? I know thou wilt fay I, 

« And I will take thy word ; yet if thou fwear ft, , 

Thou maillprove falfe ; at lovers perjuries 
They fay Jove laughes. Oh gentle 'R^meo, 

If thou doll love, pronounce it faithfully ; 

Or if thou think’ll I am too quickly wonne, 

Jlefrowne and be perverfe ,and fty thee nayv- 
So thou wilt wooe > but clfe not for the worlds 
In truth fairc Mountague 1 am too fond. 
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o/Komeotfirrfjulieti ■■ \ 

•And therefore thou maill thinke my behavibiir Jiehtj 
But tmft me Gentleman I’le prove more true. 

Than thole that have more coying to be ftrange ? 
Ilhould have beene more ftrange, I mull confefle, 

But that thou overheardft ere J was ware 
My true loves palfion, therefore pardon mei, 

And not impute this yeelding to light love, 

(Which thedarkenight hath fodifaivcred. 

jKflw. Lady, by yonder bleffed moone I vow, 

^That tips with ulver all thde fruit tree tops,’ 
jHl. O fwe^e not by the moone,th’inconfta«: mooflA 
That monthly chaises in her circled orf>c. 

Left that thy love prove likemfe variable. 

2^2^. What {hall I fiveare by ? 

JhL Doe not Iwcare at all • 

And I ic bcleevc thee. 

^m. Ifmy hearts deare love. 

Jul. Well, doe not fweare , although I ioy in thee. 

I have no ) 0 y of this contraato m'pfy , ^ 

Aist^ralh, toounadvisUtoo fidden. 

Come to thy hea« as that within my breaft ' 

?«r thou leave me fo unfatisfied f 
\o thou have tonight? 

My bounty is as boundlcfleas thefea, 




ThttHojl Tf/tgedy 

love ai deepe, the mote I give to thee 

Anon good Nurfe ,fweet . 

Stay but a little . I will come againe. 

il. Oblcfled,ble(Ted night, 1 am afeard 
Beilin night, all this is but adteame, 

Icomeanon:butifthoumeanftnotW€ll, Madan* 

I doebefeech thee fby and by Icome) , 

Toceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my griete, 

To morrow will I Tend- 

So thrive my Ibule. 

JhI. a thonfand times gewd-night. 

Athoufand times the worfe to want 

Love goes toward love as Schoole-boyes fromthar^keS, - 

But love from love toward Schoole. with heavie lookes. 

Effter Juliet 

jHlMidRom^o.KA- OforaFalknersvQice, 

To lure this Taflel gcntle backe againe : 

Bondage is hoarfe, and n:iay not fpcake aloud^ 

Elfe would I teare the cave where Echo lyes. 

And make her ayric tongue more hoarlc than mine. 

With repetition ofmy 

It is my love that calls upon my name : 

How filver fweet found Lovers tongues by night ? ' 



^ul. "Romeo. 

Rom.yiy Deere. 

7/!^/. Wnataclocketomorrow ^ 

Shall 
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$f Romeo af$d Juliet • . 

Shall Ifend to thee? 

i^tfw.Bythehoureofnine. 

7«/. 1 will not faile, *tis twcntle yceres till then : 

1 have forgot why I did call thee backe. 

T^w.Let me ftand here till thou rememb»it. 

Ju/. I {hall forget to have thee ftill ftand there, 
Rcmembring how I love thy company, 

Rom. And *Ile ftill ftay, to have thee ftill forget. 
Forgetting any other home but'this . 

Ju/. Tis almoft morning,^! would have thee gone. 
And yet no farther than a wantons bird^ 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poote prifoner in hi s twifted gyves, ^ 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againc; 

So loving jealous of his^ liberty. 

I vvould I were thy bird.' 

Jttl- Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fliould kill thee with much cheriftiing : 

Good night, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet (orrow. 

That I (hall fay good night dll it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaft. 
Would I were deepe and peace fo fweet to reft. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

Hishelnc to crave, and mv dcerc hap to tell. 



Enter Erier alone with a Baehet. 

Fri. The grey ey*d mornc fmilcs on the frowning night. 
Checkring the Eaftcrn clouds with ftreakes of light : 

And fleckeld darkneffe like a drunkard reeJes, ^ 

From forth dayes path, and 7Vr4»/burfting wheeles. 
Now ere the funne advance his burning eye. 

The day to cheere , and nights danke dew to dry, 

1 miift upfill this Ofier.Ckge of ours, 

AV ith balefuH weeds, and precious juiced flowers. 

The earth that's natures mothet^in her Tombe i 
What is her burying Grave, that is her wombe : 



The mofi ImentahU Ttdgedj 
And from her vvombe children of divers kind ' ’ j S 
We flicking on her natural 1 bofomc find: 

Many for many vertues excellent;. 

None but for lomc, and yet all different.' 
Omickleisthepowerfiill grace that lies * 

In plants, hearbs, ftones, and their true quahtics-^ 

For nought fo vile that on the earth doth live. 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth give : 

Nor ought fo good,but ftrain d from that faireufe 
Revolts from true birth, Rumbling on abufe. • 

Vertue it felfe turnes vice being mif-appli’d. 

And vicefbmetime by aftion dignifi'd. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant rinde of this wetke flower 
Poyfonhath refidence, and Medicine power: 

For this being fmeJt with that part,chearcs each part; 
Being rafted flayes all fenfes with theheart. 
Twofuchoppoied Kings encamp them ftill 
In man as well as hearbs, grace and rude will ; 

And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full foone the Canker death eates up tbatf lant. 

Rom, Good morrow father. 

J’r/.BenedicItc: 

W bat early tongue ib fweet laluteth me ? 

Young fonneitargiies a diftemper’d head, . 

So Ibone .tobid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye, . 
And where care lodges fleepe Will never lye : 

But where unbruifed youth with unftuft Jjraine, 

Doth couch his lirnbes, therc’golden fleep doth reign. 
Therefore thy earlinefle'doth me affure, 

Thou art uprous*d with fome diftemp’rature ; 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath hot been in bed to night. 

R^m. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was minei * 
Tri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofaline ? 
Rom, With RofaUne^ my ghoftly fathcr^no. 



( 15 / Romeo 

I have forgot thatname,and thatnamesfrAVoe. ‘ ^ ? /• t * *'.1. 
Fri. That’s my good fonne , but where haft thou been theft ^ 
Rom. Tie tell thee ere chon wke It me agen s 
I have been fealling with mine enemy. 

Where on a fadden one bath wounded me. 

That’s by me wounded ; both onr remedies .r ; 

Within thy helpc and holy Phyficke lyes 

1 bcare no hatred blefled man; for loei 
• My interceffion likewife fteads my foe* 

Frt. Be plaine good Ibnne ana homely in thy drift, 

Ridling confeflion Andes but ridlingfbrift. , 

Rem. Then plainly, know my he irts deare love is fee 
On the 6ire daughter of rich : 

A s mine on hers, fo hers isfetonmine. 

And. all cabin’d, lave what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage : when, and where, and how, 
met, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow. 

Tic tell thee as we pafle : but this I pray, 

That thou confeht to marry us today. 

Frii Holy S. Francis, what a change is here / 
Is^<^//»r,whom thou didft love fo deare, v 

So foone forlaken ? young mens love then lyes 
Not truely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

y|^**«V* / what a dcaleof brine 
Hath wafhtthy fallow cheekes fovRofaline ? 

How muchlalc water throwne away in wafte. 

To feafon love that ofit doth not tafte ? 

lun not yet thy fi^es from heaven cleares, , 

Thy old groanes yet ring in mine ancient eares ; ; 

Lo here upon thy cheeke the ftaine doth lit, 

Of an old tearc that is not wafht off yet. 
fferc thou waft thy felfe, and thefe woes thine, 

ThOT and thefe woes were all for Rofaline. . 

nd art thou chang’d ? pronounce this :fentence then, . 

.Vy^en may fall, when there’s no ftrengch in men. 

Thou chid’ft me oft for loving Rofaline. 
ffl’Fot uyatmg,not for lovii^, Pupill mine. 



rhemfi UmemahU tragedy 

•Rjw.Andbadftmcburylove. • 

FH.Notinagrave, 

Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow x , , 

Thcother did notlb. 

Fri.Oibeknewwcll, 

Thy lovedidteadby rote thatcould ; 

But come young Waverer , come and goewithma, 

In one refpeft * He thy affiftant be : 

For this alliance may lb happy prove. 

To turne your houfbolds rancor to ^e love. . 

O let us hence I ftand on ftdden bafte* ,, . 

Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run fall, 

Enter Benvolio 4*W Mercutio . ^ - ^ ^ 

Where theDev’lllhould this be ?cafflc he not ^ 

home tonight? 

Not to his fathers, I l^ke with his man. „ r t- 

Mir. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that Rojahfte 

Torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben- the Kiniman to old; hath lent a letterto 

his fathers houfe. 

Mern A challenge on my life. 

a5f«.7^wf<?willanfwerit. 

Mer. Any man that can write may anfvvcrc^a Letter. 

Nay he will anfwere the Letters Matter, how hcc dares, 

%fer. Alas poore Romeo , hce is already dead , flab d with a 

whitewenchesblackeeye,runnethrough the eare with a Love- 

fong, the very pinne of his heart cleft with the blin^ Bow-boies 
but-fhaft : and is he a man to encounter Tihalt > ^ 

Rom.Why} ? ! 

Jl^er More than Prince of Cats : O hees the courageous » 
Captaine of Complements : hce fights as you fing Prickc-foug, ; . 
keepes time,diftance, and pioportion ; he retts his Tftts, r 
one, two, and the third in your bofomc : the very Butch tr of a 

filkc 




'I* 



tf/llomeo a»d Juliet 

filke button , a Dualift, a Dualift , a Gentleman of the very /irft 
houfe, of the firft and fecond caufe, abthc immortall Paflado, the 
puntoreverfo, the Hay. 

"Ben. Thewhat ? 

Mer.ThePoxeof fuch antique lirpii^affeflingpbantafiej, 
thefe new tuners of accent, : by Jelii a very good blade , a very 
call man, a very good Whore. Why is not this a lamentable 
thing Grand-fire, tbatweeftiould be thus afflidledwith thefe 
fltangc flies, thefe fafliion-mongers, thefe pardona-mees ,who 
ftand lb much on the new forme, that they cannot fit at cafe on 
the old bench? Otfacirboncsrffaeirbones/ 

JSnter Romeo- 

Ben. Here comes ^nut, here comes Remee; 

Mer. Without his Roe,likea dri'd Herrii^:Oflelh,l!elli; 
how art thou fifhified ? Now is he for the numbers x.h.ix.Petrareh 
flowed in. Lawn to his Lady was a Kitcbin wench , marrie flie 
bad a better love to berime her ; Dido a dowdie, Cleopatra a 
Gipfie, Helen and Hero hildings and harlots, t bitty zeiey 
eye or lb,but not to the purpofe.Seignior-;^«F.«/.*r,thae’s 
a French lalutationtoyour French flop; you gave usthecoun* 
terfeitfeirelylaft night. / b 

^o».Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I give 



^ RomeooVzxdon good Mercutio y my bufinefle was great, and 
in luch a cafe as mine a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. That s as much as to fay,fuch a cafe as yours conftraines 
a man to bow in the hams. 



Rom. A moft curteous expofition. 

Nay, I am the very pincke of curtefie. 

Rom. Pincke for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Why thenis pump well flowred. 

Sure wit, follow mee thisjeftnow till tliouhaft 
woineoucthypumpe, tfaatwhenthe fiiiglefole ofiti?worne, 

® the 
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thejcftm^remainea^^^ 

£sSe#ri»'K;jrE 

?,S“hTin" wWcfivi Wa, I y- f“ 

”*'jS"j^illSKthcebj> the cate fiwtfiatjafl; 

5/^.T^!SsatrC7biiterfi*OThigjcK 

'Ram Andis it not well icrv’d ititoafweetgoof . ' 

S«rKa.a wk<.fXh.«t=U, that Btetchea fc«n an 

‘"t^ 1 S,Sl!Sbatj»dbt.»^^^^ 

SSa^e^ N»«raU. *a.tL loUinjup and donnetohdc 

bisbableinahole. 

;S?rfSdS£ato liop in my tale agaii* the bane. 

wascometothc whole depthoftny tale, and meantindeedt 

“S:HeS^ly"°P^ef • £»,ei^«e/i«db.rm». . 

A faile,3,faile. 

vl/#r.Two,twoj a fliirt anda fmocke. 

Nurfc. Peter. 

'Teter Anon. 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face ,% her fan’s the fairer 6ce. 
NurfeJGoA ye good morrow Qcntlemenj 





of Romeo and Juliet.-' 



*Mtr. God ye goodden faiie Gencieyyoimn. 

Nurje. Isit goodden ? 

Mer. Tis no lefle I tell you. For the bawdy band of the dyall 
is now upon the pricke of noone, 

Nur/e. Out upon you, what a man are you ? 

£.o.One Gentlewoman that God hath made, himlelfe to mar, 
4lV«rye.'‘Bymy troth it is well laid , for himfclfe tomarre 
OToth a y Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may Glide 
theyamgJlemfof 

can tell you : but young!^we# will be older when you 
havefound him, than hec was when you fought him ; lam the 
youngeft oftfaat name, for fault of a worfo. 

Nttrfe.Yaa lay well. 

.d*/#r.Yca,isthewotftwell? ?eiy welltooke ifaitfa, wifely, 

wifely. 

JiMrfk. FtWii be he liril defire feme confidence with you. 
J««. She will endite him to fome lijpper. 

Afer. A band, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Rene, What haft thou found ? 

lATcr.Noharclir, unlelTe a hare fir ina Lenten pie, thatis 
fomething ftaleand hoarecre itbelpent. 

An old harehoarc, and an old hare hoare is very eood meat 
jnLent. / ° 



ciciiucipcnt. 

-Roww, will you cometoyonrfethers ? wee'll to dinner thither. 
Korn. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell ancient Lady,farewellLady, Lady, Lady. 

fo&hisropS^^^^ i^ucie Merchant was thisfhatwTs 
A Gentleman Nurfc that loves to heare himfclfe talk, and 

anda J Mm down, 

andawereluftierthanhee rs.andtwenty foch Tackec -and .Tr 

or her Gil-flurts, I am none ofhis skaines mates : and thou muft 

^ • ftand 




The Umentahle fr&ged^ 
ftandbytoo, and ftfFer every Knave toufemce at hisplM» 

^“§..r.Ifiwnomanufeyonathis pleafnre, if lhad.mywea- 
porihould quickly have bcene out : I warrant ym I 
« Ibonc as another man, if I fee occafion, m » good quarrdl, and 

foveac *ac PmaW 
mee quivers : fcurvie Knave : pray you fir a word : and as I toM 
von, my young Lady bid me enquire you out : what Ac bid 
Iav,I wiU kecMto my felfe :but firftlet metell ye.ifyce AouW 
le?dehcr in a Fooles Wadifc , as they fay, it werca very grofle 
kindcofbehaviour.as they fay : for tl« Gentlewoman is young, 

and therefore ifyouAouiadcaledonblewithher,tmcly it were 

an ill thing to be offered to any Gent 1 woman , and very wcake 
‘^‘xS.Nurfe, commend metothy Lady andMiftris,.Ipiotcft 
Nurje . Good heart, and yfaith I will tell her as much :Lord, 

Lotd.Acwillbeajoyfollwoman. 

%omeo. W.hat wilt thou tell her Nurfe ? thou doeft not marks 

^^Nur. I will tell her fir that yon doe ptoteft , which as I ake 
it, is a Gentlemanlike ofter. n. -r .i. •- if 



ternoone. 

And there (he (hall at Frier Ceil 

Be (hrived and married : here is for thy paineS. 

Nurfe. No truly (ir not a pennie. 
^iiw.Goetoo^Ifayyoufliall. ^ , 

jV/^f/^-Thisafeernoone fir, well, (he (hall betnere. 

Andftay good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall; 

Within this houre my man (hall be with thee. 

And bring thee cords made like a tackling ftaire> 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy, 

Mufi be my convoy in the fecret night. 

Farewell, be trufby, and He quite thy paines.; 

Farewdb commend me to thy Miftris. 





Romeo Juliet; 

Nurfe. Now God inHeaven blefTe thee : harie you fir. 

Rom^ What faift thou my deare Nurfe f 

Nurfe. Is your man (ecret ? did you nc re here (ay ^ two may 
keepe counfell putting one away ? 

Rom. Warrant thee my mans as true as ftecle. 

Nurfe. W ell fir/^ ray MiftrelTe is the fiveetefi Lady ; Lord, 
Lord, when *twas a little prating thing, ''O there is a Noble- 
man in Towhe , one Paris , that would fainc lay Knife aboord, 
buclhegoodloulehadas lievefee aToade,aTery Toade aslee 
him : I anger her lbmetimes,and tell her that Paris is the prope- 
rer man : but lie warrant you when I (ay b lliee lookes as pale 
as any clout in the vcrfalh world. Doth not Rofemary and Ro* 
begin both with a Letter ? ‘ 

Rom. I Norfe, what of that ? Both with an R. 

A mocker, that’s the do^s name ,R. is for theno. I 
know it btfginnes with (bme other letter , and .(he hath the pret- 
tieftfententiousofit, of you and Rofem^y ,iihat it would doe, 
yougoodxo heare it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lody. 

ATivryJr.I athoufand times. 

P^f.Anon. •/ I" 

Before and apace. . ’ ’ ' 

Exit. 

EuterfiiMtt. 

Jh. The clock flrook nine when I did fend the Nurfe,' 

In halfe an houre (he promise to rctorne ; 

Perchance (he cannot meet him ; t bat’s not (b : 

Oh (he is lame, loves Heralds (hould be thoughts, 

W hich ten times fafter glides than the funs beames. 

Driving backe(hadowes over lowringhills: 

Therefore doe nimble pinion’d Doves draw love. 

And therefore hath the winde-fwift Cufid wings. 

Now is the funne upon the highmoft hill 
Of this dayes journey , and from nine till twelve 
Is three long houres,yet flie is not come : 

Had (he afieilionsand warme youthfiill blood,* 

She would be as fwife in motion as a ball 



My 
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My words would bandy her tomyfweetLove, • 

And his to me, but old folkes many fame as they Wfire aeaa, 
Unweildy ,flow>heavic,and paleas lead. 

S'/fler Nurfe, 

O God fhe comes : O honey Nurfe whftt newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy manaway. 

;Vnrr/r..Pcr<rrftay acthegate. r , . . 

Jul. Now good fweet Nurfe> O Lord why look’ft thou lad ? 
Though newes be lad) yet tell them merrily. 

If good) thou lham’tt the Muficke of fweet neweis> 

By playingittomewith lblbwre a face. '• 

Nurfe. I am weary, give me leave a while, 

Fyc how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had ? 

Jul, I would tliou hadft my bones, and I thy newes : 

Nay come, 1 pray thee Ipeake, good>good NurfelpeakCi 
Jeln whachafte ? can you not flay a while ? 
Docyounotfeethatlamoutorbreath? 

ful. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou do*ft make in this delay. 

Is longer than the tale thou do’ft excufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwere to char> 

Say either, and Tie ftay the circumftance, 

Let me be latisfi’d, ift good or bad ? 

Well, you have madea fimple choice , you know not 
how to choofe a man : %omeoy no not he , though his face be bet- 
ter than any mans, yet his legge excels all mens , and for a hand 
and a foot and body, though they be not to be talkt on, yet they 
are paft compare : hee is not the flower ofcurtcfie,but He war- 
rant him as gentle as a Lambe : goe thy waies wench, ferve God. 
W hat ? have you din’d at home ? 

fuL No, no, hut all this did I know before, 

W hat fayes he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

Nurl^ovA how my head akes^what a head have ! ? 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My backe a tother fide, ah my backe, mybackc, 

Bcflirew your heart for fending me about, 

To 
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Romeo AHd]\xX\ti. 

Tocztch my death with jaunting up and downe. 

Jul. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well : 

Sweet, Iwcct, fweet Nurfe, tell mewhaclaies my Lpve ? 

Your love fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous > and a kinde, and a handfome, 

And I warrant a vercaous : where is your mother ? ^ , j 

?«/. VVhere is my mother ? why (he is within ? where Ihould 
Ihebe? 

How odly thou replieft, 

Yonr Lovc fayes like an honeft Gentleman. 

Where is your Mother ? 

O Gods Lady deare. 

Are you lb hoc ? marry come up I trow. 

Is this the poultis for my aking bones f 
Hence-fbrward doe your melTages your felfe. 

Jul Here’s Inch a coi le, come, what laics %^eo ? 

A//r . Have yon got leave to goe to Ihrift to day ? 

JuL I have. 

Nur. Then hie yon hence to Frier Laurence Cell, 

There ftayes a husband to make you a wife i 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your chcckes, . 

They’ll be in fcarlec ftraighc at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way, 

Tofetch a ladder, by the which :>your love 
Muft climbe a birds neft foone when it is darke. 

I am the drudge , and toilc in your delight. 

But you (hall beare the burden Ibone at night. 

Goe, He to dinner , hie you to the Cell. 

JhL Hie to high fortune, honeft Nurlefarewell. 

< r Exeunt*' 

Enter Trier and Romeo. 

Pr#. So Imile the heavens upon this holy Aft, 

That after houres with forrow chide us nor. 

%om. Amen, Amen : but comctwhatforrow can, • 

It cannot countervaile the exchange of joy 
That one fhort minute gives mein her fight : 

Doe thou but clofc our hands with holy words^ . 

Then i 
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Then love-devouring death doc what be dare, 

It is enough I may but call her mine, 

jFr/.ThefevioJcntdelights have violent end?. 

And in their triumph dye, like fire and powder. 

Which as they kifle confiime. The fweeteft hoqey 
Is lothfomnefie in his owne delicioufnefle. 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore love moderately , long love doth fo. 

Too fwift arrives as tardy as too flow* 

. Juliet. 

Here comes the Lady,Ohfo fight a foot * - : 

W ill never weare out the everlafting flint : 

A Lover may beflride the Goflamoursj, 

That idles in the wanton funpmer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. 

JhL Good even to my ghoftly Confeflor. 

Fri. Romeo (hall thank thee daughter for us both. 

JhL As much to him , clfe in his thanks too much- 
Tom. Ah jHliety if the mealure of thy joy 
Beheapt like mine, and that chy skill be more 
Toblazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
Thi s neighbour ayre, and let rich Mufickes tongue, 

Unfold theimagiifd happinefle that both 
Receive in either by this deare encounter. 

Conceit more rich in matter than in words. 

Brags ofhis fubflance, not of ornament ; 

They arc but beggars that can count their worth. 

But my true love is growne to fuch excefle, 

Icannotfiimmeup fomeofhalfe my wealth. 

Fr/. Come,comewithme,and wewill make fliortworkc. 
For by your leaves you (hall notTlay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

E^ter MercutiOy Benvolios a»dme;r» 

Fen. I pray thee good Afercutio let s retire, . - 

Thcday is hot, the abroad, ' : ‘ 

And if wee meet we fliall not fcape a braulc > for now thefe hot 
dayes is the mad blood ftirring. 

Mcr. 






^er.Thouzrt like one of thefe fclIowes,that whcnhceen- 
ters the con mes of a averne , claps mee his Iword upon the 
Table, and fayes , Gud lend me no need of thee : and by the o- 
peration of the lecond cup drawes him on the Drawer, when in- 
deed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like inch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, rliou art as hot a Jacke in thy moode a, 
any in Itafy , and as loone moved tobee moodic, and as foonc 
moodie to be moved. 

Ben. And what too? 

^^r.N%,andthereweretworuch,wee (liould havenone 
fiiortJy for one wood kill the other. Thou.' why thou wiJt 
quarrell withaman that hatha hairemore, orahaire JefTc in 
IS beard than thou haft ; thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
mcking Nuts , having TO other realon, but becaufe thou haft 
hafell eyes : what eye but Inch an eye would fpie out fuch a 

qujrellPtbyheadisasfullofquarrelsasaneggeUllof^^^^ 

and yet thy head hath been beaten asaddleasanegge for quar- 
relling: thouhaft quarrelled with aman for coffingin theftreet 

^n'"niKh tbatfaath lain! afleep in the 

withatailor, for wearing his new 
doublet before Eafter : with another, for tyiiK his nw Ibooes 

AnS "^ ' quarrelling, 

uy ^e f^-fimple of my life for an houre and a quarter. 

^-rr.Thefee-fimple,Ofimple.' ^ 

By my head here come the 
Aier. By my heeJe I care nor. 

Tib Follow me dole , for I will fpeake to them 

Gendem^Good-den,a word with oneof you. ‘ . 

yj/rr. Andbut one word with one of us ?ronnl.. .v . • l r 
thing, make it a word and a blow. ^ ^ 

Cbuld youino, tak. W occaCon mihom gi. 

T,i. 
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Themofl Imentahle Tragedy 
tih. MtrcHtio ihou conforteft with , ?andthou 

sSSSSSrs 

Wctalkehere inthc pubHke haunt of men. 

Either withdraw unto Ibme private place, 

Orreafon coldly of your grievances, 

I will not budge for no mans plealure I. 

£«(er Romeo. 

77 . WelUpeace be with yon fir jhere comes my man. 

MerS>xxL He be bang’d fir if he weare your Livery : 

Marry goebefore to field, hee 11 be your follower. 

Your worfhip inthat fenfe may callhim mam - 
Tib. Romeo,t\it love Ibeare thee can aftoord 

Nobetter tearmethan this 

Rom. Ti^<t/f,thereafon that I have to love thee. 

Doth much excufethe appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting : Villaine I am none. 

Therefore farewell, I fee thou know ft nw not. 

Tib. Bov, this (hall not excufethe injuries 

That thou haft donemctherefore turneand draw. 

Idoe proteft I never injur d thee. 

But love thee better than thou canft deviie, 

Tillthou fhalt know the reafon of my love ; 

And fogood Ca^ulet, which name I tender 

Asdearelyasmyowne,befatis6ed. 

Mer- O calme di (honourable , vile fubmilTion, 
tAlla flucatho carries it away r 

77Wr, you rat-catcher , will you walke. 

What wouldft thou have with me? 

Mer. Good King ofCats, nothing but one of your nine 
lives, that I meane to make bold withaU, 
cfc mce hereafter dry beate the reft of the «ght- Will you 
pluckcyourfwotd outofhisPilcherby the cares? makchatt^ 







left mine be about your cares e’rc it be out. 

7*/^. I am for you. 

Gentle Mercutto put thy Rapier up. 

Come fir, your Paifedo. 

^ - Benvolioy beat downe their weapons z 
GentJemen for fliame forbeare this outrage 
tlie Prince exprelTely hath 
torbid bandying inf'erona’stlreets: 

Hold Tiba/e ,good Meremio. 

Mer. 1 am hurt : 

A plague a both houfes, lam fped; 

Is he gone and hath nothing? 

Re/>. What art thou hurt? 

* lcratch,many Vs enoogh ; 
WhereismyPage?goevilIaine fetcha Snrgeol 
Courage man, the hurt cannot be nfuch. 

‘^®tiot fodeepeasa WelbnorfowideasaChw,.* 

laine.tbat fights by thebooke of Arirhmw”^^"^’ a rogue,a vil- 

They have made wormes meat of me, 

I have it, and Ibundly to your houfcs^ 

Tn m? ^ u ,r ’ ” S<>t liis mortalj hurt ^ 

In my behalfe, my reputation ftain’d 

that an houre 

Hatbbeenemycoufin. Ofwcet>*^, 

% beauty hath made me efFeminate, 

And inmy temper fofened valours fteele. 

* E»te» 



The mfl hwentalU Tragedy 

f»^«rBenvoUo. ^ 

•Ben. O 'Rimeo,%emeo ,bravc Mercnth s dead, 

'«“£SS?= 

Away to heaven refpeftive lenity,. 

And fire and fhry be my condua ‘T^-. 

Now TiMt take the ?■ , 

That late thou gav’ft me, for Menutto t foo 
Is but a little way above our heads, 

Stayingfor thine tokeepe him company : 

EitLr thou a: I, or lwth, niuft goewith him.^^^ here,. 

Tib . Thou, wr^chcd boy « tfiat ciidft- 
Sh?lt with him hence. ‘ 

This (hall determine that. 

Thej Tibaky^'^-^* 

■ away, be gone. 

The Citizens are up , a^ .hee death, 

Stand notaWzd,the Prince will doom thee death, 

if thou art taken : hence, be gone, away. 

•Bgm.O lam fortunes foole. 
A.«.Wbydoftthoufiay.r 

Enter Citizens. 

At. Which way ran he that kil’d • 

Tibalt that murderer, which way ran he . 

There lyes that ^ 

C/t. Up fir, goe with me, 

I charge thee in the Princes name obeyv 

Enter Trince,old Motmtague, Capulet, 

thfir wives nnd aU- 

Pr,». Where are the vile beginners of this fray,? 
£t».OnoblePrince,Ican difGOveja . ..- vr 

Theunluckiemannage of this fatall brail. ; ^ n?: / 



. .i 




of Romeo Jailer. 

There lyes the man flaincby young Kom^o^ 

That flew thy kinfman brave 

Cap. Wi. Tibalt my coufin,0 my brothers childe, 

O Prince, D coufin,husband, O theblood is fpild> 

Df ray deare kinfman : Prince, as thog art true, 
Forblood ofours flied blood oiMemtague. 

O coufm, coufin. 

Prin.Benvolhy who began this bloody 
Ben. Tibalt here flain,whom Borneo s hand did flay> 
Romeo chat*lpoke him^faire,bad himbethinke 

How nice the quarreli was , and urg'd withall 

Your high difpleafure : all this uttered 

With gentle breath, calme look, knees humbly bowed. 

Could not take truce with the unruly fpJeene 

OiTibalt deafe tapeace, but that he tilts 

With piercing fiedc zthold J^ercufhjbrea(i:- v> n 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a martiall fcornc with one fjand beats 
Cold death afide, and with the other fend s 
It backe to Ttbaity whofe dexterity •. 

Retorts it : he cryes aloud, 

Hold friends/riends part ;andlwifter than his tongue 
His agill arme beats downe their fatall points. 

And kvvixt them rufhes. ; underneath whofe.arme. 

An enviou s thruft from T tba/t hit the life 
Of flout Mercutioy and. then Tibalt 
But by and by comes backe zo B^meoy 
Who bad but newly entertain’d revenge. 

And took they goe, like lightning : for ere I 
C^uld draw to part them. was .flout TibaJt flaihe. 

And as he fell did !^w^^>xuhTCand flies’ J-m ^ 

This is the truth, or let dye. • 

C^p JVi.Hcis a kinfman to the Mountaguesy 
Afte6f-ion makes hirn.&Ife, he fpeakes not true : 

Some twenty of tbem fQught in this blacke flrrfcr ' 

And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 

Ibegge for juftice, which thou Prince mufl give. 



The mofi lamentable Tragedy 
Romeo flew Tibalty Romeo muft not live. 

Prin, Romeo (lew him, he (lew Mercmht 
Who novy the priceof his deare blood doth owe f 

Moui^ot R^meo Prince, he was Mercutws friend* 
His fault concluded but what the Jaw fliould end* 

The life of 

Prin. And tor that offence 
Immediately we doe exile him hence# 

I have an intereft in your hearts proceeding, 

My blood for your rude brawles doth lye a bleeding# 
But He amerce you with fo flrong a fine. 

That you (hall all repent the lofle of mine. 

I will be deafe to pleading and excufes, 

Norteares, nor prayers (hall purchafe out abufes. 
Therefore ufe none , Jet R^meo hence in hafle, 

Elfe when he is found, that houre is the laft. 

Beare hence this body, and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exit. 

Enter Juliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed deeds. 

Towards phosbm lodging,(uch a waggoner 
As Phaeton\^oxi\d whip you to the Weft, 

And bring in dowdy night immediately. 

Spread thy clofe curtaine love-performing night. 
That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to thefc armes, untaikt of and uqfeene : 

Lovers can fee to doe their amorous rights. 

By their owne beauties , or of love too blind, 

It beft agrees with night : comecivill night, 

Thou fbber fuited matrolf all in blacke. 

And learne me how to lofe a winning match, 

Plafd for a paire offtainlefle maiden-heads : 

Hood my unman’d blood baiting in my cheekes. 
With thy blacke mantle : till ftrange love grow bold, 
Thinke true love a^ed Ample modefty : 

Come night, come Romeo ^ come thou day in night, 



fi/ Romeo and Jalkr. 

For thoa wilt lye apon the wings ofnight. 

Whiter than fnow upon a . j 

Comegentlenight,a me lovmg 

Give me my when he Hiall dye. 

Take him and cut him out m little fiarres* 

And he will make the face ofheavenfofine. 

That all the world (hall be in love with night. 

And pay no worlhip to the garife lunne. 

O I have bought the manfion ofa love. 

But not pofleft it , and though I am told. 

Not yet injoy’d ; fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fome feftiyall. 

To an impatient childc that hath new robes. 

Andmay notwearc them. O here comes my Nurfe,, 

£»rer witp cords. 

And Ibebrings newes, and every tongue that fpeakes 
But Romeo’s name, fpeakes heavenly eloquence. 

Now Nurfe,what newes > what haft thou there . 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 

? why doeft thou wring thy hands? 
Nur. A weladay, hee’s dead, hee*s dead, hee s dead. 

We are undone Lady, we are undone : ^ 

Alack the day, hee's gone, bee’s kilfd, hee s dead> 

JhL Can heaven be fo envious ? 

Nurfe, Romeo can, 

Though heaven cannot, O RomeoyRomeoy 
Who ever would have thought it Romeo ? 

J«/. What divell art thou that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fliould be roar’d in difmall hell : 

Hath Romeo flaine himfelfe ? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell I rtiall poyfon more 
Than the death-darting eye of Cockatrice : 

I am not 1 if there be fuch an I, 

Or thofe eyes fliot, that makes thee anlwere I. 

Ifhe be flaine (ay 1, or if not, No, 

Briefe founds determine of my weak or woe. 
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The mofi hme/?tahle Ttagedj 
Nuyfe, I faw the wound, 1 6w-it with fnifl'e^yejf 
God five the marke hcte orf 'his- manly brefti ^ 

A piteous coirje, a blc^dy'piteous coarle, 

Pale, pale as afhes> all bedeaw*d in bloG)d> 

All in gore blood : I Iwpiined at the fight. ■ 

7»/. C) breake my^hearr, podre b^ahkirtipt breafee at once, 
Toprilbneyes, ne*^relopkeonlibeFty>d ■* 

Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here. 

And thou and %omeo prefle one heavie beere. 

Nnrfe. O Tihalt, 7'/-^4/f,the’beft friend I had, 

O courteous Tibalty honefi Gentleman, > 

That ever I fhould live to fee thee dead. 

y«/. W hat ftormc is this that blowes fo contrary ? 

Is Romeo flaughtrcd ? and is Tibak dead ? 

My deareft coufin , and my dearer Lord ^ ‘ ^ 

The n dreadfiilitr umpet found the generall dooiiie. 

For who is living if t'ffofe twb are gbne ? 

isgohe,and T^f^f^^baniflied, 
that kild him, he is bani filed. 

JhL P God did Romeo's hand fhed Tibalfs blood ? 
JVur-fe.Jt didjk did, alas the day it did. 

O ferpent heart hid with a flowring face .' 

Did ever dragon kecpe fo faire a cave ? 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelical!. 

Ravenous dove, feathred raven, wolvifli-ravening lamb, 
Defpjfed fubftance of divineft (bew, » 

Jufi oppofite to what thou juflly leemefl, 

A damned Saint, an honourable villaine. 

O nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell, 

When thou didft poure the Ipirit of a fiend- 
In morta II paradife of ffich fweet flefli ? 

W as ever booke containing fo vile matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit fhould dwell ' 

In fuch a gorgeous palace / 

A7>^r.There's no truft,no faith^no honefty in men. 

All perjur*d,all forfworne, all naught, ail Hiffemblers : 
Ah,whercsmyman?givemefomeyf^/^4 i/;>^. - s 
■ "" Thcfe 



Thefe gricfes,thefe woes,thefe Ibrrovrcs make me oldj 
Shame come to 
Jul. Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifli : he was not borne to (hame. 

Upon his brow (hameis afliam’d to fit : 

For tis a throne where honour may be crown’d 
Sole Monarch of the univer&ll earth. 

O what a beaft was I to chide at him ? 

Nur. Will youfpeakewell of him that kill’d your coufin 
JuL Shall I ipeake ill that is my husband ? 

Ah poore my Lord what tonguelKairimooth thy name, 
W hen I thy three houres wife have mangled it ? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my coufin > 

That villaine coufin would have kill’d my husband. 

Backe f^lifh teares, backe to your nativeforing, 

Your tributary drops belong to woe. 

Which you tniftaking offer up to joy. 

My husband lives that nhtilt would have flaine. 

And r/Wf V dead that would have flainemy husband ; 

All tms IS comfort : wherefore weepe I then ? 

Some words there were worfer than Tihalts death 
That murdred me ; I would forget it faine. 

But oh, it prefles to my memory, 

^ke damned milty deeds to finncrs mindes j 
VV^4/nsdead,and Rmeo banifhed. 

That banifhed, that one word banifhed. 

Hath flame ten thoufand nbalts ; rib alts death 
Was woe enough , ifit had ended there. 

Or if fowre woe delights in fellowlhip, 

"In' y other griefes, 

ThS;^'^ *ad, 

L mothcr,nay orboth, 

^^^rne lamentation might have mov’d* 

But with a rereward following Tibalts death, 

IS banifhed : to fpeake that word. 

Is ficher, mother, Tibalt,r^meo, Juliet, 

All flaine, all dead, is banifhed. 
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Themfi 

There iSIroend,no.lirnit,m<ajMre,bound^ - - 

Inxhat words deathi, no words can that woeiound* 





WillyoueoetothemHvviUljringyputhithei. . 

Jui. W afh they Ijis wounds with tearcs, mine (haU oe ipent, 
W hen theirs are dry, &r 'Komtos banifhment. ^ 

Take up thoTe cords ; poore topes youarebegml d. 

Both you and I, for iJ»wrp iS:exi)L’di.( ,. 

Me madeycai for a high-way to my bed, - 

But 1 a maide dye maiden, vyidowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe^ lie to my weding bed. 

And death, not j.take irvy maidenhead. 

Nxrfi., liys to your chapibe;, lie finde Rtmea, 

Tocomfortyou rlwot.vyellwherehe is, 

Harkc you^your will be here at night o 
Ile to him, he is hid at Laurence Cell. , „ . , , 

?«/. O find him, give this ring to my true Knighc, 

And bid him come to take his laft farewell. 

■ • ■ ' — Exit. 

Enter, Erierewd Romeo. 

Fri.'Rcntee come fbrth,come forth thou fearfoll man, 

AffliSion is enamor’d of thy pvts, , , 

And thou art wedded to , (^alamity* . 

T^.Father what newes? what is the Princes doome? . , 

What forrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 

That yet I know not,?... ? ; ' : - 
fr/. Too familiar 

Is my deare fonne with fuch fowrc company x _ . 

I bring thee tidings of the Princes doome. . 

2^,What leffetRandpomfday is the Princes doome r ^ 

Fri. A gentler judgement vanifht ftom his lips : 

Not bodies death, but 

Rom. Ha .'banifliment ? be mercitull,6y death. 

For exile hath more terroutinhis lookc, 

Muchmorethan death ; doe not fay banifliment. - 
Fr#,Herc from Veroua art thpu.oanilhcd 



Be;., 



«/ Romeo and Juliets 

Be patient, for the world is broad Jand wide* 

Rom. There is no world without V trtna wallSi 

But purgatory, torture, hcllit felfc. , , 

Hence banilhcd is baniiht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Thcnbaniflied 
Is death miPteaem’d : calling death baniflied. 

Thou cut’ft my head oft’ with a golden Axe, 

And finirft upon the ftroke that murders me. , 

Fri. O deadly fiiihe ! Crude unthankfolnefle/ 

Thy fault our Law caUs-<deat(i-,bHt the kind Prince 
Takingtby part, hath tulht afide the law. 

And turn'd tbatblacke word death tobanillimenc : 

This is dcarcmercy , and thou feeft it not. 

?(«»». 'Tis torture, and not triefey ; Heaven is here 
,Where.^i*AVt Uves,and every cat and dogge. 

And little moufe, every unwotthy thing ^ 

Live here in heaven, and may looke on h^ . 
*]totltewv«maynot. More validity, . . i--*'"; 
'bioreboDonrableftate, more Courtfliiplrirlts ’ v 
In carrion ffics than they may feize 

On the whitc'Wond{»t»fdeare/#AVb hand. 

And ftealeimRttN^allbleinng' from her lips. 

Who evenin pure and Veftallmodefty 
Still blufh,as thinking their owne kifli a finne : 

This may flics doe, when I from this muff flye. 

And iaiA thou yet that exile is hoi death ? 

But.^M)aM may noc,he isbanifhed, 

Flyes may doe this,buc I from this miifl flye : 

They are free men .but I am baniflied. 

Hadft thou no poilbn mixt, no fliarpe grownd knife. 

No fudden meane of death, though nete fo meane, 

ButBanifhed tokill me ?Baniflicd 
O Frier, the damned ufe that word in hell. 

Howling attends it: how baft thou the heart. 

Being a Divine, a ghoftly Confeflbr, 

A finne Oblblver, and my Friend profeft. 

To mangle me with that wordbanifhed ? 

Gz F^ri. 




ill' 







The mofl hmentable Tugedj 
iV^.Thou fond mad man, he arc me a little fpeak." 

Rem- O thou wilt Ipcalce againe of baniSimenr. . 

Fri. He give thee armour tokeepeoffthat word, 

Adverfitics fwcet milkejPbilolbphy, ^ 

To comfort thee though thou art banilbed, 

Rom . Yet baniflied? hang up Philofophy, 

Unlefi'e Philofophy can make a Juliet y 
DifpJant a towne, reverfe a Princes doome. 

It helpes not j ic prevailes not, talke no more. 

FruO then I fee that mad men have no eares. ^ 

Rem. How fliould they, when wife men have no ey^ ? i 
Fri. Let me dilute with thee of thy cGatc. . 

%^m. Thou canft not ^eake of that thou do’ffnot feelc*.’. 

W ert thou as young as L Juliet thy love* 

An houre but married.^TV^i«//' nmdered, 

^ Doting like me^anS^e naebauiihed, 
ThenmightftlBMB^ 

Then mightft tUjKSre thy haire, 

And falluponfipepbund as .1 doenow. 

Taking th|g^fiire of an iMimade grave* 

" NHrfekFQckes^ 

Fri. Arife, one kriockes, good Remee bide thy fcJfe*- 
Not I, unleffe the breath of heart-ficjke grones 
Mift^Iike infold me from the fearch of eyes. ^ . 

^mcke. 

Fri. Harke how they knocke (who5 there ?) R^meo ariile, , 
Thou wilt be taken (ftay a while) ftand up. 

Knocks againe. 

Run to my Sudy (by and by) Gods will. 

What fimpleneffeis this ; I come, I come* 

Knocks. 

Who knockes fo hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? / 
Enter Nurfe. 

Nur. Let me come in, and you fliall Imowmy errand : 

1 come from Lady Juliet. 

Fri, W elcome then. 

N Hr. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 

Where's 



#/ Romeo 4«(j/Jaliec. ^ 

Where’s my Ladies Lord ? where’s 
fn. There on the ground. 

With hi s owne teares made drunke. 

Nur. O, he is even in my Miftrcfle cafe. 

Juft in her cafe i Q wpfull fimpathy / 

PiteoDs predicament/ even fo lyes file, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring ; 

Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a man, 

For Juliets lake, for her lake rife and ftand ; 

Why IhouldyonfalH n co fede c p eanO? ^ 

Nurfe. 

iV»n Ah fir,ah fir, death is the end of all. 

Spak’ft tbouof_7«//« ?howifl with her ? 

Doth flbe not thinke me an o.ld.murtherer, . 

Now I have ftain’d the child-head ofour joy. 

With blood remov’d but little from her oWne? 

Where is Ihe ? and how doth Ihe ? and what fayc« 

My conceal’d Lady to our canceld love ? 

iV«r. Oh, flic layes nothing fir, but weeps and weepes. 

And now falls onher bed, and then.ftarts up, 

And Ti^a/t calls, and then on Xetttea cries. 

And then downe falls againe. 

Asifthat name fliot from the deadly levellofa gun. 

Did murtherher.asthat names curfed band 
Murdred herkinfman. OhteIlmeFrier,tellme, 

In what vile part of this Anatomy 

^th my name lodge ? tell me, that I may lacke 

The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy dclperate hand. 

^ ^ ^hy forme cries out thou art. 

Thy teares are womanifli , thy wildc afts denote 
The unreafonable fury of a beaft. 

Unfoemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeminp beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
Ithought thy difpofition better temperU 
Haft thou fliaine Tska/t P wilt thou flay thy felfe > 

Gj ■ And 











The moji hmenuhlt 

And flay thy Lady, chac in thy Hfe lyes, 

By doing damned hacc upon thy lelic? 

why rail’ft thou on thy bicth,the heaven, and eartn, 
SincK birth,and hcaven,and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wou|dft lole ? 
Fie, fie, thou (bam’ft thy (hape,thy love, thy wtt. 
Which like an Ufurer' abounds in all, 
Andufeftnoneinthattrueufeindeed, . , 

Which ihouldbedecke thy fliape,thy love, thy wit. 
Thy noble fliapc is but a forme ofwaxc, 

Digrefline from the valour of a man : 
Thydearllove fworne, but hollow peruiry, 
Killingthatlove which thou haft vow dtochcomt 
Thy wit, that ornament to fhape and 
Miffe-fliapen in the condua of them^. 

Like powder in a skill-leffc fouldiers flaske, 

Isfetonfirebythineowne ignorance. 

And thou difinembred with thine owne defence. 
What? rowfcthee’man,thy ahve, 

Forwhofedearefakethou waftbut lately dead: 
There art thou happy. TiMt would kiU^thee, 

But thou fleweft TibAlt , there art thou 

The Law that threatned death becomes thy tricna? 

And turnes it to exile, there art thou happy, 

A packe of bleffings light upontby backe, 
Happineffe courts thee in her beft array. 

But like a misbehav d and fullcn wench 
Thou poutft upon thy fortune and thy love. 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch dye mifcrablc. 

Goe get thee to thy love, as was deaee d, 

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But lookcihouftay not till the watch be let, 

For then thou canB not paffe to Mantua, 

W here thou (halt live till we can find a time 
Toblaze your marriage .reconciley^r ftiends. 
Beg pardon of the Prince ,and call thee backe. 
With twenty hundred thou&nd times more ]Oy 
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$f Romeo dnd Julier^t . 

Than thou went ft forth in 'larhcntarioiii 
Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften-all the houfc to bed, 

Which heavieforrow makes them apt unto, 

%omeo is comming, ; 

Nur. O Lord, 1 could have ftaid here all the night, , 

To heare good counfell ; oh what Learning is ! 

' My Lord, lie cell my Lady you will come* 

Doe (b, and bid my (wcet prepare to chide- 
jV^r. Here fir, aring fhe bids me give you fir. 

Hie you, make hafle , tbr it gre wes^ty late* 
jRifw. How well my comfort is reviv’dby this. 

Fr/. Goe bcnce,good night, and here ftands all your ftate. 
Either be gone before the watch be fee. 

Or by the Brcake of day dilguisd from hence : 

Sojourne in Mantua ^ He finde out your man^ • > 

And he fliall fignifie from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here : 

Give me thy hand/tis late, farewell , good night. 

But that a joy paft joy calls out on me, . ^ 

It were a griefe fo bri&jto part with thee.. 

Farewell,... 

Exeunt* 

Enter old Capulct, his luifey and Paris, 

Things have falne out fir fo unluckily. 

That we have had no time ro move our daughter : 

Looke you, flie lov’d her Kinfman Tibalt cfcarely , , 

And fo did I : well , we were borne to dye . 

’Pis very late, fiiee*!! not come downe to night. 

I promife you but for your company 
1 would have beene a Bed an houre agoe. • 

7^4r«.Thefc times of woe afford notimes to wooer : 
Madam good night,xommend me to your daughter. 

La* l will, and know her mind early to morrow^ 

Tanight (be is mewed upro her heavinefle. 

Cap. Sir Paris , I will make a defperate tender* - 
Ofmy childes love ^ I thinke fhe wUl be rul’d 






The mofi Immahle tragedy 

In all refpeas by me : nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goe to bed. 

Acquaint her here with my (bnne Parid love. 

And bid her, marke you me, on wednefday next: 

But fofr, what day is this ? 

Monday, my Lord. 

fa. Monday, hajia,well wednefday is toofoone ; 

A thurlday let itbe, a thurfday tellher 
Shee fhall be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? - ■ v 

Wee’llkeepe no great adoe, a friend or two : 

For harke you, being flaine fo late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kinfman, if we revell much ; 

Therefore wee’ll have Ibme halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end ; But what 6y y ou to Thurfday ? 

Farid . My Lord, 1 would that thurfday were to morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone , a thurfday be it then ; 

Goe youtoy*/»Vr ereyougoetobed. 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord : light to my chamber ho. 

Afore me ; it is fo very late , that we may call it early by and by. 
Goodnight. 

Exetm. 

Romeo Juliet 4/ojf^. 

y»/. Wilt thoube gone Pit is not yet neareday: 

It was the Nightingale and not the Larke, 

That pearc’t the fearefuU hollow of thine eare ; 

Nightly (he fings on yond Pomegranate tree ; 

Beleeve me love it was the Nightingale. 

It was the Larke, the herald ofthe morne, 
NoNightingale : looke love what envious ftreakcs 

Doe lace the fevering clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights candles are‘burnt out, and jocond day 
Stands tip-toe on the tnifty mountaines tops : 

I muft be gone and live, or flay and dye. 

JmI. Y ond light is not day-light , I know it I ; 
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e/ Romeo Juliets 

It is fome Meteor that thefinne exhale 
To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer* 

And light thee on thy way to 
Therefore (lay yet, thou needeft not be gone. 

Let me be ta’n,ilet me be put to dcatik 

I am content, fo thou wilt have it fo. 
lie fay yon gray is not the mornings eye* 

’Tis but thep^le reflexe of Cinthia't\xcxr2 

Nor that is not the Larke whole notes doe beat 

I have more care to flay than will to goe, ^ 

Come death and welcome , Juliet willsit fo. 

How ift my fbule ? let’s talke, it is not day. 

Jul. It is,it is, hie hence, be gone away; 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune, 

Strayning hatfh difeords, and napleafing (barpes 
Some lay the Larke makes fweetdivifion; 

This doth not fo , for (he divideth us. 

Some fay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes 
Onowlwouldthcy faad Chang’d voices too, * 

Sinceafrme from arme that voicedoth usaffi-ay, 

Hunting thee hence with Huritfop to the day. 

0 now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Rtm. More light and light,more darke and darkc - 

our woes. 

Enter Ji^adam and T^nrfe^ i 

PHurf. Madam. 

J«/.Nurfe. 

J«/. Then window let day in, and let life out 

Farewell, farewell , one kifle and lie defcend- 
T husband, friend ? 

1 mi^ heare from thee every day in the houre, 

Mrma minute there are many dayes. 

O by this count I fhall bemuch in yecres. 

Ere I againe behold my jRW*. 

H 










The mfiidf»e»tahlt tragedy 

' 'Rsw.Farewell* , 
twiU®naitnooppottu>Vty, . 

That may convey my greetings, Love> toinee. 
f */. O thinkft thou we (hall ever meet agame? 

R«m - 1 doubt it not, and allthefe woes (ball fetve 
For fweet di(«)Orres in our time to coin& ^ 
jffl. O God, I have an ill diviningfoule, 

Me thinkes 1 fee thee now thou art to low 

Asonedeadinthebottomcofatombe; 

p^y (orrowdrinkespnrblo^, AclieUiadicUa 

JhI. O fortune, fortune, all men call thee fickle ; 

If thou art fickle what' dofi thou with him 

That is renown’dforfaitb?Bcfickle fortime. 

For then I hope thou wilt not kcepe him long* 

But fend himWke, 

inter Mother* 

Ho daughter, are you up? 

JhI- Who ift that calls f it is my Lady mother- 
Is fhe not downe fo late, or up fo early ? ; 

What unaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither . 

X^. Why how now 

Madam lam not well. ^ 

La, Evermore weeping for your couhns death ? 

What ? wilt thou wafli him from his grave with te^es . 
And if thou couldft , thou couldft not make him live ; 
Therefore have done,fome|xiefc (hewes much of love, 

But muchofgriefe (hewes ftillfome 

?«/. Yet let me vyeepe for ftcha feeling lofle. 

X4.So(hallyoufeeletheIpj0re,but not thefriend 

Which you weepc for. 

Feeling fo the ^ofle, , .y v 

Icannotchufebut ever weepc the friend. • ^ 

Xrf.Well Girle,thouweepft not fo much for hiS deaths 

As that the villaine lives which flaughtered him. 



Romeo 

^hI Wb*t villaine Madam I 

La. That fame Villaine %omie. 

JuL Villaine and he be many miles tfiinder^ . 

God pardon him* 1 doc with all my heart : 

And yet no man like he doth ^ieve my heart. 

La, That is becaufe the Traitor lives- 

JhI. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands % 

Would none but T might venge my coufins death- 

La. Wc^ill have vengeance for it, fearc thou not. 

Where that feme banilht runnagatc dbth Iive^ 

Shal I give him fuch an unaccuftom’d dram* 

That he (hall foonc kcepe company, 

And then I hopcthou wilt be facisfi'd. 

JhI, Indeed I never flhafl be fitisfiy 
W ith Romeo till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poorc heart* fo for a kinfman vext- 
Madam, if you could finde out but a man 
Tobeareap(^lbn, I would temper it. 

That Romeo mould upon rcceir thereof 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhorres 
To hcarc him nam'd, and cannot come to him, 

To wreake the love I bore my <^ufih* 

Upon his body that hath flaughtred him. 

Mo. Find thou the meahes,and lie finde fucTi a man. 

But now He tell thee jdyfuil tidings Girle. 

JhI, And joy comes well in fuch a needy time -• 

What are they ibefeech yourLadifhip? 

Mo. Well, well thou haft a carefull father childe* 

One, who to put thee from thy heavineffe* 

Hath forted out a fudden day of joy. 

That thouexpefts not , nor I lookt not for. 

JuL Madam in happy time, what day is that ? 

Mo. Marry my chilae early next thurlday morne, 

The gallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 

The County Paris at Saint peters Church, 

Shall happily make thee there a joyfull Bride. i 

H% Jut. 







The mofi Um/itahle Tragedy 
y«/.Now by Saint Peters Church, and Tetertoo^. , ^ 
He (hall not make me there a joyfull Bridco 
T wnder at this hafte, that I muft.wed .1 " 

Ere he that muft be husband comes to wooe s 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 

I will not marry yet ; and when Idoc, Ilweare 
It (hall be whom you know I hate. 

Rather chan . Thefe are newes indeed# 

Mo. Here comes your father , tell him lb your felfe;^ 
And fee how he will take it at at your hands* 

When the Sunfets,the airc dcdi drifle deWs.- 
But for the Sun-fet of niy brothers fonne, 

It rainesdowne right/. ^ 

How now, a Conduit Girle ? what fUll in tearesj? '.vJ 

Evermore ftiowring ? In one Jktie body 

Thou counterfeitft a Barjee, a Sea, a winde : . 

For ftill thy eyes, vyhichl may call the fea. 

Doe ebbe and flow with teares ; the Bark thy body is, , 
Sailing in this filt flood ; the windes thy fighes, 

W ho raging with thy teares, and they with them. 
Without a fudden calme will over-fet 
Thy tempeft tofled body, Hownow wife ? . 

Have you delivered to her our, cjeereeil . 

La, I fir, but (hte will none ,'fhe gives you thankeso ^ 

I would the foole were married to her grave. 

{'ap- Soft, take me with you, take me with you wife. 
How will fhe none ? dotn fhe not flie give us thanks? 

Is fhe not proud ? doth flie not count her Weft, 
(Unworthy as (he is) that we have wrought 
worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome ? 

Jfil. Not proud you have,but thankfull that you have? 
Proud can I never be of what I hate. 

But thankfull even for hate that's meant in love. 

Cap.How now ? how now-^chopt logick? what is this? 
Proud, and I thanke you, and I thankc you not, 

And yet not proud .• Miftris minion, you, 

Ti\^c me no thankings , nor proud me no prouds; 





pf Romeo attd Juliet. 

But fettle your fine joints 'gainft Thurfday next. 

To goe with l?aris to Saint Peters Church, 

Or Iwill dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you greene ficknefle carrion, out you baggage, 

You tallow face. • 

La. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

J«/.Good father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Hcare me with patience but to ^eake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage,^ilobedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee* to Church a Thurlday, 

Or never after looke me in the face. 

Speake not, reply not, doe not aniwerc me, 

My fingers itch : Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft 
That God had lent us but this onely childe, 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that we have a curie in having her : 

Out on her hilding. 

JVl^r.Godin heaven bleflc her. 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo,' 

Fa\ And why my Lady wildome ? hold your toi^ue, 

Good Prudence fmatter with your goffips, goe. 

Nurfe. I fpeake no trealbn . 

J’rf. O Godigeden. 

JVurfe. May not one (peake ? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 

Utter your gravitie o're a Golfips bowlc. 

For here we need it not. 
fVife. You are top hot. 

Fa. Gods breadjit makes me mad : 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke,play. 

Alone, in company my care hath bin 

To have her matent, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Offaire demeanes, youthfuIl,and nobly alli'd, 

Stuft (as they fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportion'd as ones thought would vvifta a man y 
And then to have a wretched poling foole, 
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The mojl ImentalU TtageiHf 
A whining tmmmct in her fortunes tctid«r» 

To anrwer. He not wed > I cannot lovci 
I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed lie pardon you, 

Graze where you will, you fhall not houfe with me ; 

Looke too*t, thinkc on*t, I doe not ufe to jcft, 

Thurlday is necrc , lay hand on heart, advifc, 

And you be mine, lie give you to my friend ; 

And you be not,hang, oeg ftarve^dye in the ftrects, 

For by my foule Jlc neVc acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine (hall ever doe thee good. 

Truft too*t, bethinke you, lie not be forfwornc. 

JhL Is there no pitty fitting in the cloudcs. 

That fees into the bottome of my griefc ? 

0 fiveet my mother caft me not away. 

Delay this marriage fora monethjaweeke; 

Or if you doe not, make theBridallbed 

In that dim Monument where Tibalt lyes. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for Tie not Ipeake a word. 

Doe as thou wiIt,for I have done with thee. ExUg 

JhL O God,0 Nurfe, how (ball this be prevented ? 

My husband is'on earth , my faith in heaven, 

How fliall that faith returne againe to earth, 

Unlefle that husband fend it me from heaven. 

By leaving earth ? comfort me, counfell me. 

AIacfce,alacke, that heaven fliould prafticc firatagems 
Upon fo fof^t a (ubjeft as my felfc. 

W hat faift thou ? haft thou not a word of joy ? 

Some comfort Nurfo (nothing, 

Nur. Faith here it is. Romeo is banifhed, and all the world to 
That he dares ne’re come backe to challenge you ; 

Or if he doe, it needs muft be by ftealth r 
Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 

1 thinke it beft you married with the Countie. 

O hee*s a lovely Gentleman : 

Romeos a didi-clout to him : an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo grcenc, lb quick , fpj vre an eye 

; H 
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As f^irU h^h : beftirew my very heart, 

I thinke you are ha^y in this fecond match. 

For it excels your hrft j or if it did not, 

Your firft is dead, or *twere asgood he were, 

As living here and you no ufe of him. 

J^/.Speakeft thou from thy heart ? * 

Nnr» And from my foule too, or elfo befhrcvv them both. 
jHl.hmm. 

ATi^r.What? 

J^/. Wcll, thou haft comfoaed me marvellous much. 

€3oe in and tell my t ady I am gone. 

Having dilplcas’d my father , to Laurence Cell, 

To make confcflion , and to be abfolv*d . 

Nut. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. Exit^ 

Ancient damnation, O moft wicked fiend. 

Is it more finne to wifli me thus fbrlworne, 

Or to dilpraile my Lord wirh that fame tongue. 

Which flie hath prais’d him with above compare, 

So many thouland times PGoeCounfeller, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth fhall be twaine : 
lie to the Frier to know his remedy. 

If all elfe faile, my felfe have power to dye. Exit. 

Enter Freer and C^ttentj Paris# 

Fri. On Thnrfday fir ! the time is very fhort . 

Fa. My father Cafu/et will have it lb, 

Apd I am nothing flow to flacke his hafte. 

FrL You fay you do not know the Ladies minde. 

Uneven is this courfe ,I like it not. 

Pa. Immoderately (he weepesfbr death, 

And therefore have I little talkt oflove : 

For r fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir her father counts it dangerous 
That (he doth give her forrow fo much fway, 

And in his wildome haftes our marriage. 

To flop the inundation ofher teares, 

W hich too much minded by her felfe alone. 

May be put from her by fociecy. 

Now 








The mofi Umemhle TfOgidj 

Now doe you know the reafon of this hafte ? 

Fri. I would I knew not why it (hould be flowed : 

Looke flr, here’s comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Juliet. 

Par, Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

JhI, That may be fir , when I may be a wife. 

P^.That may be,muft be love on Thuriday next.' 

JuL What muftbe {hall be. 

Fri, That’s a certainc text. 

par. Come you to make confeflion to this Father ? 

JhIJTo anfwer that I fliould confefle to you. 

Par* Doe not de^ to him that you love me, 
ftil. I will confefle to you that I love him. 

Far, So will ye I am fure that you love nic. 

JhI. If I doe fo, it will be of more price. 

Being {poke behind your backe, than to your face- 

P4r. Poore foule, thy face is much abus’d with teares. 

JuL The teares have got fmall viftory by that. 

For it was bad enough before their Ipight. 

Par. Thou wrongft it more than teares with that report, r - 
JhI. That is no flander fir, which is a truth, j 

And what I ipake I Ipake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flandred it. 

Jut. It may be fo , for it is not mine owne. 

Are you at leifure , holy father, now ? 

Or fhall I come to you at evening MalTc ? 

Pri.My leifureferves me,penfive daughter, now : 

My Lord, we muft intreat the time alone. 

Pa. God flhield I fhould difturbe devodon. 

Juliet y on thuriday early will I rowle ye. 

Till then adieu, and keepc this holy kiffe. Exit. 

Jul. O fhut the doore,and when thou haft done lb. 

Come weep with me, paft hope, paft cure, pai^ helpc» 

Fri, O Juliet y I already know thy griefe. 

It ftraines me paft the compalTe of my wits ; ^ 

1 heare thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it. 

On T hurfday next be married to this County. 

Jul. 




Unleflc thou tell me now I may prevent it : 

If in thy wifdomc thou canft givenbhclpe. 

Doc thou but call my refoiution wife. 

And with this knife iJe hcJpe it prcfeiitly. 
Godjoindmyheartand Pemep/^thou our hands, 
And ere this hand by thee to feal’d. 

Shall be the Labell to another deed# 

Or my true heart with trcadicious revolt 
Tome to another, this (hall flay them both. 

Th erefore out of th v long cxpcrienc’t time^ 

Give me fomc prelcnt counfcll, or behold 
Twixt my ptremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the Umpire, arbitrating that 

commiito ofthy yeare, indta 
.Coaldtonoiflueof truehonour bring* 

Be not fo long to ipetke, I long to dv(^ 

Ifwhat thou foeak'ftfpeakc notofremedy. 
wf • oftope. 

Which aaves as defptmcanCTccution, 

Asthatisdcfpcrate which wewould prevent. 

It rather than to marry CoundcT^^rii' 

Thou haft the ftrength ^of will to ftay thy fclfti 
Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 

Thar I to<^bidc awaythis fliame, 

Thatcoopftwith death himfelfetofcapefromit* 

A"dfhoudareftjlegivetheeremcd/ 

Frnm ^ 

From ofFthe battlements of any Tower- 

wnerelerpcntsare.-chaine me with roringbeares. 
Orhidemenightlyinacharnellhoufe, “ ’ 

WitEi ^ ratlingbones, 

chaplelTe skuls : 

Thin^Q^hf ^ fliioudj 

g t to heare them cold have made me trembfo 




The mfi Imentable Tragedy 
And 1 will doe it without feareor doubt,i 

Let notthy Nude lye with thee chamber . 

Take thou thisviaUbeingthen in bed. 

And this diftilUng liquor d^ethouefe 
When prefcntly through all thy ™ 

A cold and drowfic hiHiwur ; for w pi^^e 

Shall keep his native progre(fe, ^t&rce«e. 

No wanwh, nobreath 

The rofes in thy lips and checkes {hall fade 
To paly aflics.thy eyes * rijc. . 

Likedeathwhen hctosupthediyoflite. 

I„dit,.histo.ro«-d liteMtokedoth 

Thou (halt continuetwo aidforty houres, 

?3ethee froitiThy bed, there art thou dead; 

Then, as the mannerofour countrey is. 

In thv beft robes, uncover d on the Beere, 

Bebornetoburiallinthykii^rcdsgravct ^ 

Thou (halt be borne to that famcancient vault, 

Where all the kindred of the Ce^iets lye : 

inthe meanetime againfttlwu (halt awake, 

ShalI1l2»»^<’bymy j T ’ 

And hither (hall he come : and he and I 

Will watch thy waking : and, that v^ nigtit 

Shall Tiomet bearc thee hence to 

And this (hallfree thee from this prrfent (hame, , 

If no inconftant joy nor womanilh tcare 

Abate thy vak)ur in the afting it- 

?^.Give me^ive itie ,0 tell me notofi€ar(^^ 

/’n‘.Hold>get yon gone, be ftrong and pco^erous 



In 




df Romeo and Juliet. 

’ In this rcfolvc ; He fend a Frier with (peed 
To Mantua, with my Letters to thy Lord. 

Jut. Love give me ftreogth, and flrengtfa lliaU helpe afiwd* 
Farewell deare father. Exeunt. 

Enter Father Capalct , Mother, Nurfe, and Ser- 
viugmeHytveeorthrecn 

Cap. So many guefts invite as here arc writ : 

Sirrah, goe hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

i^fr. You (hall have none ill fir , for He try iftheycanlickc^ 
their fingers. 

How canfl: thou try themlb? 

lyfr.Marriefirkis an ill Codec that cannot Ijcke Ksowne 
fingers : therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not 'with 
me. 

^4y.Gocbegonc,wcfiialIbeinuch unfijmiflit for this time: 
what ? is my daughter gone to Frier Laurence f 

iV»r. I forfooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to doc fomegood on her, 

A pcevilh felfe-wilfd harlotry it is. 

Enter 

Nur. See where fhe comes from flirifc with rnerrie looke. 

Cap. How now my head-firong , where have you beene gad- 
ding? 

JuL W here I have learnt to repent the finne 
Ofdifbbedient oppofition 
To you and your behefts , and am injoin’d 
By holy Laurence to fall proftrate here, 

To begge your pardon : pardon I befeech you. 

Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the County, goe tell him of this, 
lie have this knot knit up to morrow morning. 

JuL I met the youthfull Lord at Laurence Cell, 

And gave him what becommed love I might, 

Notfteppingore the bounds of modefty. 

Cap^ Why I am glad ont, this is well, ftand up. 

This IS as 't (hould be, let me fee the County : 

I marry, goe I fay and fetch him hither . 

I a Now 




The mfi Umntahlt T rtgedf ^ 

Now afore God this holy reverend Frier, 

All out whole City is much bound to him. 

?*/.Nurfe, will you goe with meinto my.clofet, 

To helpe me fort fnch ncedfull ornaments 

As you thinke fit to furni (h me to niortow ? 

No,not till tburfday j there is time enough. 

P<r.GoNurfe, goe wltbhetjVve^JItoGhnrch to morrow. ^ 

A/<i..Wefliallbe(hottinoOT 
’Tis now ntare night. 

A/j-Tolli, Iwill ftirreaboutimsihv . t: ir/i ..rrp won .■\s. 4 
Andallthingsfli^llbewelUwarraiit theewifc.’' vA 

Goe thou to ?»/<«, helpe to deckeup her 
He not to bed to night, let me alone, 

He play the hufwife for this oncci What ho \ ^ 

Theyare all forth :vyell,I will walke my felfe. ■ ■’ • ’ 

To County P4r« , to prepare up him 
Againftto morrow ; my heart is wondrous light, 
Sinccthisiamewaywardgirleisforeclaim’d. ^ 

JExCHKt^ 

Eater arid Nffrfc* 

Jul. I, tbofc attires arebeft :buc gentle Nurfc 
I pray thee leave me to my felfe to night. 

For I have need of many Orifons,. 

To move the heavens to imile upon my ftate, 

W hich well thou know’ft is croffc and full of finne. ' 

Enter Met her • '* 



Mo. What are you bufic ho ? need you my help ? , 
Jul.'^o Madam, we have cull’d fach neceffarics ^ 
As arc bchoovefull for our ftate to morrow : 

So pleafe you let me now be left alone. 

And let the Nurfe this night fix up with you, 

For I am fare you have your hands full all. 

In thisfo fudaen bufineffe. 

Goodnight, y\~ 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou ha^ft nec^di 

^ p Exenatt 
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d/ Romeo Juliet^ 

7/^/. Farewell, God knowes when we (hall meet again^. 
I have a faint cold fear-e thrills throi^h my veines, ^ 

That almoft freezes up the heat of life : 
lie call them backc aeaine to comfort me. 

Nurfc : what (hould ihc doe hearc f 
My difmall Scene 1 needs muft aft alone. 

Come Viall : what if this mixture doc not worke at all ? 
Shall 1 be married then to morrow morning ? 

No, no, this (hall forbid it, lye thou there. 

What if it be a poyfon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftrcd.to have me dead. 

Left in this marriage he (hould be difhonour d, 

Bccaufe he married me before to Romeo f 
I fearc i t is ; and yet me thinks it (hould not, 

For he hath ftill beene tryed an holy man, 

How if when I am laid into the tombe,. 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me ? there’s a fearfull point j 

Shall I not then be ftifled in the V aulr. 

To whole fbule mouth no healthlbme airebreaths in, 

And there dye (Strangled ere my Romeo comes ?: 

Or if I live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

T<^ctherwith the terror oft he place, 

As in a Vault , an ancient receptacle. 

Where for xhefc many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my buried- ancefters are packt ; 
where bloody 7”/^^r,yctbut greenein earth. 

Lies feftring in his (hrowd \ where, as they fay, 

At Ibme houres in the night (pirits refort : , 

Alacke, alacke, it is not like that I 
So-early waking, what with loathlbme fmclls, 

And fbrikes like mandrakes tome out of the earth, , 
That living mortalls hearing them runne mad : 

Or if I wake, (ball I not be diftraught, 

(Invironed with all thefe hideous fearesk) 

And madly play with my forefathers joints ^ 

^ 3 J 
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The mofi lam^nuhle Tragedy 

And pjuckethe mangled Tibah from his (hrowd. 

And in this rage with fome great kinfmans bone. 

As with a club, dalh out my defperatebraines. 

O looke,methinkes I fee my coufinsghoft 
Seeking out Romeo that did fpit his body 
Upon a Rapiers point : flay Tibalt ftay ; 

'^meoTB.omeoyRomeoi here*s drink, 1 drink to thee* 

Enter Lady of the houfe and KTurfe* 

La, Hold, take thefekeyes, and fetch more fpiccs NurfCc 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paftry. 

Enter old C^pnlet. 

Cap. Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, the fecond cockc hath crowed^ 

The Curphew bell hath rung, *tis three a clocke : 

Looke to the bakt meats, good 

Spare not for coft, _ 

Goe you Cot-qucane, goe. 

Get you to bed, faith you*ll be fidce to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

No,not a whit, what ? I have watcht ere now 
A1 1 night for leffc caufe, and nere been ficke. 

Z 4 .I,you have been a moufe-hunc in your time. 

But I will watch you from liich watching now. 

E.xitLady andlTurfe, 

{^ap , A jealous hood, a jealous hood : now fclloWjWhat is thcr^i? 
Enter three or f cure with fpits^ and logs^ and baskets* 

Tel, Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not what. 

Cap. Makehaftc, make hafte ; firrafa fetch drier logges : 

Cali Veter,^ he will foew thee where they arc. 

Fel.\ have a head fir that will findeout l<^cs. 

And never trouble l?eter for the matter. 

Cap, Mafle and well (aid, a merry horfon, ha. 

Thou flialt be Loggerhead- Good with 'tis day. 

;plaj Muficke* 

The County will be here with Muficke ftraight. 

For fo he (aid he would : I heare him neare. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfe I fay. 

. Enter Tlurfe. 

Coe \y 2 ktnjHlietj goe and trim herup. He 
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lie goe and chat with hie> make faafte ; 

Make hafte, the Bridcgroome heeis come already, makehaftc 
I (ay. 

Nur. Miftris,whatMiftris.J*//«-' faftiwarrant herfhe; 
Why lambe, why Lady, fie you fluggabid j 
Why Love 1 fay , Madam, Sweet heart, why Bnde : 
what ?not a word?you take your penniworch now, 

Slccpe for a wceke ; for the next night I warrant 
The County Parti hath fee up his reft. 

That you fliall reft but little: God fotgivc me. 

Marry and Amen , how found is &e afleepe : 

I muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam,Madam r 
I, let the County take you in your bed, 

Hce’ll fright you up yfaith : wiHit not be ? , 

W^hat dreft and in your clothes , and downe again ? 

I muft needs wake you ; Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas, heipe, heipe, my Ladie s dead. 

Oh weladay that ever I was borne : 

Sotnc A^na vita hp, my Lord, my Lady. 

Me. W hat noife is here ? 

Nnr, O lamentable day ! 

Mo. W hat is the matter ? 

JTnr. Looke, looke,0 hcavic day ! 

Mo. O me, O me, my childe, my onely life ! 

Revive , looke up, or I will dye with thee : 

Heipe, heipe, call heipe. 

Enter Father, 

Pa. For (bame bring Juliet forth , her Lord is come^ 

Shec s dead, deceas*r, fhee s dead, alacke the day. 

^< 7 . Alackethe<iay,fl%ee’sdead, (bee s dead, (bee's dead. 
Fa. Hah, let me fee her : out alas (lice’s cold, 

Herblood is fetled, and her joints are ftife : 

Life and thelc lips have long bccnefeparatcd. 

Death lyes on her like an untimely froft 
Upon the Ivveeteft flower of all the field. . 

Nur. O lamentableday ! 
wofulltimc! 

Fa: 
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Tt)e mofi lamentahle Tragedj 
P/i. Death that hath ta'ne her ficncc to make me wailc, 
Tyes up my tongue, and will not let me Ipeake. 

Enter Frier and thS Qountj ^-with MuJicUns* 
J^r/.Come, is the Bride ready to goc to Church ? 

Ready to goe, but never to returnee 
O Tonne, the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death laine with thy wifCj there (he lyes, 
Flowerasfliewas,deflowrcdby him, 

Death is my Tonne in law, dcatn is my heire#. 

My daughter he hath wedded,! will dye 
And leave him all, life, living, all is deaths. 

Pa. Have Ithougfat long to fee this mornings face, 

And doth it give me Tuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accurft, unhappy, wretched, hatefull day, 

Moft miTerablehourcthat ere time (aw 
In lafting labour of his Pilgrimage : 

But one, poore one, one poore and loving childe, 

But one thing to rejoice and folace in. 

And crucll dcathhath catcht it from my fighu 
Nur. O woe, O wofull,wofull, wofiill day, 

Moft lamentable day, mo(I wofuH dzj% 

That ever, ever I did yet behold : 

O day ,0 day, O day, O hatefull day. 

Never was feene To blacke a day as this* 

O wofullday, O wofull day. 

Par. Beguird,divorced, wronged, (pi^httd,flairie 5 
Moftdeteftable death, by thee Deguila, 

By cruell,cruellthee quite overthrowne, 

O love, O life, not life, but love in death. 

P^DeTpisUdiftreffcd, hated, martyr d,kil’d : 
Uncomfortable time, why cam*ft thou now, 

To niurther,murther our folemnity ? 

O chi ld ,0 child, my foulc, and not my childe. 

Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead. 

And with my childe my joyes arc buried. 

Pr/‘ Peace ho for fiiame,confufions, care lives not 
IntheTeconfufions : heaven and your felfe 
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Had part In this fairc Maide ; now heaven hath all. 
And all the better is it for the Maide. 

Your part in her you could not keepe from deatbj 
But heaven keepes his part in cternalJ life : 

The moft you fought was her promotion. 

For ’twas your heaven flic fliould be advaneV, 

And weepe ye now feeing (he is advanc’t 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven himfelfe ? 

O in this love you love your childe fo ill. 

That you run mad , fe eing that flie is wpjlj^ 

Shee s not well married that lives married Jong, 
But fliec’s beft married that dyes married young* 
Dry up your teares, andflicke your Rofemary 
On this faire coarfe 5 and as the cuftome is, 

And in her beft array,beare her to Church : 

For though fomc nature bids us all lament, 

.Yet Natures teares are Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained feftivall, 
Turnefrom their office to blacke funerall : 

Our inftrumeniiS4:o melancholy Beis, 

Our wedding chearc to a fad funeral! feafl. 

Our foJemne hymnes to fullen dyrges change, 

Oor bridall flowers ferve for a buried coarfe7 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, goe you in 5 and Madam goe with him. 
And goe fir T^aris , every one prepare 
To follow this faire coarle unto her grave. 

The heavens doe lowre upon you for (bme ill. 

Move themno more by crofling their high will. 

, ^ Exeunt* ManentMuJicu 

we may put up our pipes and be gone» 

Nur. Honeft good fellowes,ab put up,put up. 

For well you know this is a pitifull cafe. 

Ftd. I by my troth, the ca(e may be amended. 

Exeunt omnes* 
Enter Peter. 

f ^.Mufitians,oh Mufitians, hearts eafchearts ealc, 
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The mfi luff* 

0,and you will have me live, play hearts cafe. 

5i oXwS', Wc myht«t it fdfc play«,l»y tott 

is full of woe. 

O play mefome merry dump to comfort ««• 
y«.Not a dump we,’tis no time to play now. 

P^r.You will not then? 

jW««.No. _ 

P^r.l will then give it you foundly. 

P<fr. Then will I lay the fervingcreatures dagger on your pat ; 

1 will carry no CrochetSj He Re you, lie Fa you : 

Doe vovi note me ^ 

WtaSi'^SSttetort J~hwonnd,then muf.ckawi.1. 

Wh"SSl>»h,muf.cke™hl«tfaverfa^ 

’’“SSa^yftfbecauftfihtthjthafM 

P«.Pratee, what fay you Hugh Remcke. 

3.;k/.Ifayrilvetfound,becaufe Mufitians found for filvei. 

Pet. Pratee too : what fay you James found poit . 

2.^. Faith I know not what to fay. 

pet. O I cry you mercy, you are the Singef’ 

1 will fay for you : it is muficke with her filver found, 

Becaufe Mufitians have no go d for founding . 

Then Muficke with her filvcr found with fpeedy hclpc doth lend 

redreflc., j^^it. 
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<?/ Romeo and Julies 
'Min^ What a peflilent Knave is this ? 

-^.3. Hang him Jackc, come wee’ll in here, tarrie for the 
Mourners; and flay dinner- 

Exeunt^ 

EnterYj^mto. 

I may tmft the flattering truth of fleepe, 

My drcamesprclage feme joyfull newes at hand. 

My bofomes Lord fits lightly on his throne. 

And all this day an unaccuftom’d fpirit 

Lifts me above the ground with cheerfull thoughts. 

Strange dreams tLt give a dead man leave to think. 

And breath’d fuch life with kifles in my lips, 
iThat I reviv’d and was an Emperour. 

'Ah me, how fweet is love it felfe pofleft, 

.When but loves fliadowes are lb rich in joy. 

Enter'Romto'smaH Balthazer- 
Newes from Verena ? how now Balthaz,^r f 
Dofl: thou not bring me letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady ? is my father well ? 

How doth my l^zAy Juliet f that I aske againe. 

For nothing can be ill if (he be well. 

Man. Then ftie is well, and nothing can be ilk 
Her body fleeps in Capels monument. 

And her immortall part with Angels lives. 

I law her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefcntly tooke pofte to tell it you : 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leave it for my office fir. 

Eom. Is it even fo ? then I deny you flarres.’ 

Thou know’ft my lodging, get me inke and paper, ^ 

And hire poft horfes , I will hence tonight. 

Man. I doe befeech you fir have patience, 

Y our lookes are pale and wilde, and doe import 
Some mifadventure. 

Rom. Tufhjthou art deceiv’d ; 

Leave me, and doc the thing Ibid thee doe. 

K ^ Ha ft 
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The moft Umentahle Tragedy 
Haft thou noLetters tome ftomthcFrici? 

. No my good Lora. 

To enter in the thoughts of delpcrate m 
1 doe remember an Apothecary, 

And hereabouts he dwels .which late 

intattredweeds.vvithover-vvhelmins^^^^^ 

Culling of fimples ; meager were 
iJe mifery had worne him to theboncs, 
Andmhis needy (hopaTortoifehu^, 

An Allegater ftuft , and other shinnes 
Ofillfhapc fifties, 4nd about his (helves 

Were thinly fcattered, to make up a (hew. 

Noting this penuryrto my felfe I faid. 

And if a man did need a ■ 

Whofc fale is prcfent death m 

Here lives a Caitiffe wretch would fell it hiin . 

mhisSthoughtdidbut-f^e^^^^ 

And this fame needy manmuft feh^^ 

As I remember, 

Being holy-day the beggers ftiop is (hut . 

Whatho? Apothecary. 

Hold,thereis forty Ducl«ecs, fet mehave 
A dram of poy (bn, fuch foonefpreading g«re 
As willdijeifeit fclfethrough ajlthe veines, 
That the life-wearie taker may fall , 

And that the trunckc may be difcharg d of hreatlb 
As violently ashafty po'iyder nerd 
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Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe.^ 

Jppo. Such mortall drugs Ihave ,but Mantua s law 

Is death to any he that utters them. 

■ Art thou fo bare and full of wretchcdneHc, 
And fear’ft to dye ? famineis in thy cheekcS, 

Need and opprelfion ftarvcth in thfnc eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hang upon thy back, 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law. 

The world aftbrds no law to make thee rich. 

Then be not poore ,bucbrcake it and take this. 
j4po. My poverty but not my will confents . 

I pay thy povertyrandiTO thy wiil. 
yipo. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 

And drinke it off ; and if you had the ftrength 
Of twenty men, it would dilpatch you ftraight. 

2^.There is thy gold,wwfe poifon to mens (oulca 
Doing more murders in this loathlbme world. 

Than thefe poor compounds that thou maift not (ells 
I fell thee poyfon,rhou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy food, and get thy felfe in flefti. 

Come Cordi all an d pot poy Ion, goe with me 
To Juliets grave,' for there muft I ule thee. 

- J ^ ExemU 

EnterTrier Johnto Laurence, 
7«i&.Holy Francifean Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Laurence. 

i,<».This fame (boiild be the voice of Frier 
Welcome from Mantua ; what fayes 'B^tnee ? 

Or if his minde be writ, give me his Letter. 

Joh. Going to finde a barefoot brother out, 
Oneofour Order,toaffociateme, 

Here in the City vifitingtheficke. 

And finding him ; the Searchers of the towne, 

Snfpeft ing that we both were in a houfe 
where the infeftious peftilencedidraigne. 

Seal’d up the doores,and would not let us forth,. 

So that my fpced to Mantua thetc was ftaid. 
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Lau- Who bare my letter then to %omeo ? 

John, 1 could not fend it, here it is againe. 

Nor get a Meflenger to bring it thee, 

So fearefull were they ofinfeftion. 

Lan. Unhappy fortune ,by my brotherhood . 

The letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Ofdeare import; and the negle^ingit 
May doe much danger. Vntijohn goe hence, 

Get me an iron Crow , and bring it ftraight- 
Unto my Cell, 

ExiU 

John.^to^tx He goe and bring it thee, 

Lan, Now muft I to the Monument alone,’ 

Within thefe three houres will faire Juliet wake \ 

She will beflirew me much that ^meo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 

But I will write againe to Mantua y 
And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore living coarfc clos’d in a dead mans tombe. 

Enter Paris and hu Vage. 

TarJG'vJt me thy torch boy, hence, & hand aloofe. 

Yet put it out , for I would not be feene : 

Under yond young trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground, 

So {hall no foot upon the Churchyard tread. 

Being loofe,tinfirme, with digging up of graves, 

But thou (halt heare it : whiftle then to me, 

As fignall that thou hcareft Ibmething approach. 

Give me thofe flowers, doe as 1 bid thee, goe . 

Page, I am almofl: afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the Churchyard , yet I will adventure. 

Par. Sweet flower,with flowers thy bridailbed I ftrew : 

O woe, thy Canopy is duft and fliones. 

Which with fweet water nightly I willnew; 

Or wanting that, with teares diftilfd by mones, 
TheObfequies that I for thee will keepe, - . 

1 - ‘ Nightly 
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3?lishtly (hall be, to ftrew thy grave and weep; 

Jvhij^leBoy, 

The Boy gives warning, iomething doth approach s 
What curfed foot wanders this way to night. 

To crofle my obfequies and true loves right ? 

What with a torch ? night muffle me a while. 

Snter Romeo and Balthazer hu man. 

%om. Give me the mattocke and the wrenching iron. 
Hold, take this letter , early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my L o r dydiathcr. 1 . 

Give me the light ; upon thy life I charge thee 
What ere thou hear’ft or feeft ftand all aloofe. 

And doe not interrupt me inmy courfe. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face. 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 

A precious ring ; a ring that I muft ufe 

In dears employment : therefore hence, be gone. 

But if thou jealous doft returne to pry 

In what I farther fhall intend to doe. 

By heaven I will teare thee joint by joint. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs : 

The time and my intents are favage wild. 

More fierce and more inexorable farre, 

Than empty Tigers, or the roaring fea. 

Bal. I will be gone fir, and not trouble yon. 

'Rgm. So (halt thou (hew me friend(hip : take thou that, 
Live and be profperous, and farewell good fellow. 

Bal. For all this fame He hide me hereabout, 

His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 

. Thou deteftable maw , thou wombe of death. 
Gorg’d with the deareft morfell of the earth. 

Thus I enforce thy rotten javves to open. 

And indefpite He cram thee with more food. 

Par. This is that baniflit haughty M omtagucy 
That murdred my Loves coufin; with which griefc 
It is fuppofed the faire creature died ; 
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And here Is come to doe fomc villainous (hamc 
To the dead bodies : 1 will apprehend him. 

Stop thy unhallowed coy le vile Momtagne ; 

Can vengeance be purfu d further than death ? 
Condemned villaine I doe apprehend thee. 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

%om. I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither j 
G ood gentle youth tempt not a defperate man, 

F ly hence and leave me , thinke upon thefe gone, 

Let them affiright thee. 1 befeech thee youth. 

Put not another finne upon my head 
By urging me to fury ; O be gone. 

By heaven I love thee better than my felfe. 

For I come hither armed againft my felfe : 

Stay not, be gone, live, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bad thee run away. 

Par* I doe defie thy commiferation. 

And apprehend thee for a Felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at th^ Boy^ 
Page. O Lord they fight , I will goe call the watch. 

O I am flaine: if thou be mercifull 
Open the tombe,lay me with Juliet. 

Rom. In faith I will : let me perufe this face : 
Mercutids kinfman , noble County Paris ! 

What laid my manwhenmybetofledfoulc 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 
He cold me Paris fliould have married Juliet 9 
Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it fo ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke Juliet y 
To thinke it was fb ? O give me thy hand. 

One writ with me in Ibwre misfortunes booke. 

He bury thee in a triumphant grave : 

A grave 1 0 no, aLanthorne flaughtred youth ; 

For here lyes Juliets and her beautie makes 
This vault a feafting prefence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead man interr’d. 

How oft when men arc at the point of death, 
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Have they beenc merry , which their Keeper a call 
A lightning before death f Oh how may I 
Call this a lightning ? O my Love, my Wife, 
Death that hath fiickt the honey of thy breath 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : ^ 

Thou art n^ conquer^ , beauties enfigne yee 
Js crimfbn in thy lips, and in thy cheekes : 

And deaths paleflagisuot advanced there; 
TibaltAytik thou there in thy bloody (hcet ? 

O what more favour c^ doemthe^— 1 . 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twainc 
To funder his that was thine enemy? 

Forgive me coufin. Ah Juliet, 

Why art thou yet fo fairc > I will befceve. 

Shall I bcleeve that unfubftantiall death is amorous? 
And chat the lean abhorred monfter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ?* 

For feare of that I ftill will flay with thee. 

And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart againe : herc,here will Iremafne, 

With wormes that are thy chambermaidcs : O here 
Will I fet up my everlafting reft. 

And (bake the yoke of inaulpicions ftarres 
From this world-wearied flefti : eyes look your laft, 
Armtt take your laft embrace ; and lips, O you 
TIk doores of breath, fealc with a righteous kifle 
A datelefle bargaine to ingroffiug death ; 

Come bitter conduft, come unlavonrie guide, 
j Pilot, now atoncerunon 

The daihing rockes thy lea-ficke weary barke : 

Here s to my Love: G true Apothecary! 

Thy drugs arc quicke. Thus with a kilfe I dye. 
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The fffeji lamentable Ttageij 
® 4 /r.Here’s one', a friend, and one thatkn ewesyou well. 
Tri. Bliffe be upon you ; Tell me ®ood my friend 
What torch is yond that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeleCfe skulls :as Idifcernc> 

love. 

Fri\ Who is it ? 

Fri. How long hath he bin there ? 
^4/r.Fullhalfeanhoure. 

Pr/'. Goe with me to the vault. 

I dare not fir. 

My Malkr knowes not but I am gone hence, 

And fearefully did menace me withdeatb. 

If I did flay to looke on his intents. 

Fri. Stay.thenjllegoeSlone,fearecomesupon me, 

0 much I feare fome ill unlucky thing. 

Balt. As I did fleep under this young tree here, 

1 dreamt my Mafter and another fought, 

And that my Maftcr llcw him. 

Fri.%omeo. , . , n • 

Alacke, alacke, what blood is this which flames 

The flony entrance of this fepulcher? 

What meane thefe maflerlefle and goarie fwotdsy 
To lye dilcolout’d by this place of peace ? 

Romeo, oh pale ! who elfe ? what Baris too ? 

And fleept in blood ? ah what an unkinde houre 
Is guilty of this latxientable chance ? 

The Lady ftirres. , , 

y»/.0 comfortable Frier , whereis my Lord? 

3 doe remember well where I fiiould be. 

And there I am -. where is my 'Rgmeo ? 

Pr/.l hearefome noife Lady, come from that neft 
Ofdeath,contagion,3nd unnaturall fleepe : 

A greater power tbanwecancontradift 
Hath thwarted our intents : come, come away, 
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#/ Rortico and Jailer^ 

Thy husband in thy bolbme there lyes dead, 

And Baru too : comc,Ile difpoie of thee 
Among a fifter-hood ofholy Nunnes. 

Stay not to queftion , for the watch is comming.’ 

Come, goc good Juliet , I dare no longer ftayf 

9°' ^ I will not awaf 

What s here ? a cup clos’d in my true loves hand ? 

Poyfon I fee hath been his timelefle end ; 

O churle . drinke all, and leave no friendly drop 

To faelpe me after jjjy ill kifle r hy 

Haply fome poyfon^ doth haiig on them. 

To make me dye with a reftorative. 

Thy lips are warme. 

Enter Foj and Watch, 

W’atch.’Lezdhoy, which way ? 

■ then Hebe briefe. O happy dagger, 

This IS thy fbeath, there raft, and let me dye. ° 

.So/. This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
Thegtoundisbloody , fearch about the Churchyard 
Goe lome of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pitifull fight .'here lyes the County flaine, 

L bleeding, warme, and newly dead. 

Who here hath laine thefe two dales buried. 

Gew tell the Prince, runne to the Capulets, * 

Rmfe up , the Mount agues : feme others fearch ; 

We foe the ground whereon thefe woes doe lye. 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance defery. 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Here;s 'Romeos man, we found him in the Churchyard, 
c hsefe Watch. Hold him in fafety till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier and another Watchman. 

Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes,andweepes. 
La wc 
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'^emfiUmntdle tragedy 
We tooTce tbis Mattocke and this fpade from him* 
Asbewascommingfrom this Churchyard fide. 

Chiefe W. A great fufpicion, flay the Frier too- 
Entir Prince. 

>r»»-Whatmiladventureisfoearlyup. 

That calls our perfon from our morningsrcR? 

Enter Cipulemad his trifr- < 

rsi. what fliould it be that they fo fhrike abroad ? 
irife. O the people in the ftreet cry 'E$»>ee> 

Some Juhet, and feme P*ris,^n6. all runne 

Watch. Soveraigne,here lyes the County Paru llaincj 
And Tt^meo dead- and Juliet dead before, 

Warmeand new kill’d- i_- r , j - 

Prin. Search.feeke, and know how this foule murder come*. 
watch. Here is a Frier, and flaughtred ^meo s man, 

With inftruments upon them fit to open 

Thefe dead mens tombes. 

Cap. O heaven 1 0 wife 1 looke how our daughter bleeds. 
This aagger hath mifta’ne, for lo his hdule 
is empty on the backe of Meant ague^ 

And is mifbeathed in my daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me , this light of death is as a Bell, 

^ That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

£»rerMouutague. 

Prin. Come MountagueSot thou art early «p> 

To fee thy fbnne and heire now early downe. 

Mom. Alas my Liege, my wife is dead to night, 

Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath ; 

What further woe confpires againft my age I 

Looke and thou {halt fee. 

Mou.O thou untaught ! what manners is in this. 

To preffe before thy father to agrave ? 

Pri. Scale up the mouth of outrage for a while. 



rrt. bcaicup tne inuum tv-*.-. 

Till wc can cleare thefe ambiguities, ^ 

And know their (pring, their head^their true defeenr, 
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And then will I be Generali of your woe?;"^ 

And lead you even to death : meane time forbearc^ 
And let mifchance be Have to patience. 

Bring forth the patties of ru(picion. 

Fri. lam the great eft , able to doe leaft^ 

Yet moft fulpeiled , as the time and place 
Doe make againft me, of this direfull murder ; 

And here I (land ,both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned > and mv fclfe excus’d- 
i’r/.ThcnTay aTofree what tfeu doftknowin rfiis* 
Fri. I will be briefe, for my fhort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

there dead was husband to that Juliet y 
And ftie there dead that Kerne o s faithfull wife; 

I married them>and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tihalts doomefday ; whofe untimely cfeath 
Banilbt the new made Bridegroome from this City. 
For whom, and not for T^ihaltyjuliet pin’d. 

Y ouyto rcmoygihat griefe &om her, 

Betroch'^cf, and would have married her pcrfercCj 
To County Then comes fhe to me. 

And with wild lookesbid me devife fome meanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would (he kill her felfe. 

Then gavq I her (fo tuter’d by my Art) 

A ffeeping potion, which fo tooke effeil 
As I intended ; for it wrought on her 
The forme of death ; meane time I writ to Romee 
That he (hould hither come as this dire night. 

To helpe to tgke her from her borrowed grave. 
Being the time the potions force (hould ceafe. 

But he which bore my letter , Frier Jehn^ 

Was ftayed by accident, and y efternight 
Return’d my letter backe : then all alone. 

At the prefixed houre of her waking 
Came I to take her from her kindreds vaults 
Meaning to keepe her clofcly at my Cell: 
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The mojllamentalle Tragedy 
Till I conveniently could fend to 
But when I came lome minute ere the time 
Ofher awaking, here untimely lay 
The noble Tar is y and true %omeo dead. 

She wakes, and I entreated her come forth. 

And beare this worke of heaven with patience i 
But then a noife did fcare me from the tombe. 

And fhe too defperate would not goe with me. 

But as it feemes did violence on her felfe. 

All this I know, and to the marriage the Nurle is privie: 
And ifought in this milcarried by my fault. 

Let my old life be (acrific’d fome hour before the time. 
Unco the rigour of fevereft law. 

pri. We ttill have knowne thee for a holy man. 
Where’s ? what can he fay to this ? 

Ba/. I brought my Mafter newes of Juliets death. 
And then in pofl he Mantna 

To this fame place , to this fame monument : 

This letter he earcly bid me give hi s Father, 

And threatned me with death going in the vault. 

If I departed not and left him there. 

Pri, Give me the letter,! will lookeonit. 

W here is the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch } 
Sirrah,what made your Mafter in this place ? 

^^.He came with flowers to ftrew his Ladies grave. 
And bid me ftand aloofe ; and fb I did : . 

Anon comes one with light to ope the tombe. 

And by and by my Mafter drew on him. 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Fr/. This letter doth make good the Friers words. 
Their courfe of love, the tidings ofher death ; 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfbn 
Of a poore Pothecary , and therewithal! 

Came to this vault, to dye and lye with Juliet. 

Where be thefe enemts 7 Capulety Mount ague. 

See what a fcourge is laid upon your hate. 

That heaven Andes meanes to kill your joy es with love; 



ef Romeo and Juliets 

ftnd I for winking at your difc<M:ds too 
Have loftabrafeofKinfmcn rail are punifhe. 

Cap. O brother Mount ague ^ give me thy hand ; 

This IS my daughters jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Moun. But I can give thee more : 

For I will raifeher ftatue in pure gold. 

That whiles Verona by that name is knowne, 

There (hall no figure at that rate be fet. 

As that of true and faithfull Juliets 

Cap. As rich f!trsX\Romeo shy his Ladies lye : 

Pocre facrifices of our enmity. ^ . i • 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings 
The fun for fbrrow will not fhew his head. 

Goe hence to have more talke of thefe fad things. 

Some fhall be pardoncd,and fome punifhed. 

For never was a Storie of more woe. 

Than this of Juliet and her Borneo. 
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